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Tux FOREST or SHERWOOD. 
Roglixnoon, SCARLE zr, and LITTLEJoHNg diſcovered + 
| ſhooting in che foreſt. | 


RokTNHOOD. 
A I N. 


As blyth as che linnet fings in che greenwood, i 
80 bly th we'll wake the morn, * 
And thro' the wide foreſt, of merry Sherwood, | 0 | 
We'll wind the bugle horn. © „ 
The Sheriff attempts to take hold Robinhood, i 
Bold Robin diſdains for to fly, F 
Come on when he will, in merry Sherwood, © 
Well vanquiſh boys or die. » - 
Our arrows ſhall drink of the fallow deer's W 1 
We'll hunt them all over the plain, ; EY 
And thro? the fair foreſt of merry Sherwood, 


| No. ſhaft” ſhalt fly in vain. 


Brave Scarlet and John, who were never ſi dea, 
Give each his hand ſo bold! 
We'll reign thro? the foreſt of merry Sherwood, . 
What ſay my hearts of gold? © 


* 


* 


\ 
* 
a 


1 21 
| | Joux. 
My noble maſter we'll your. word obey, 
And juſt as you command will fight or Real 
Ke OCARLET. 
| Bold Robinhood, permit me to demand, 
Vhat boy. was that, who on your fallow land, 
With you was talking? Deep he ſeem'd in woe, 
Nor wore. the foreſt green, nor held a bow. | 
Rop1xnoop. 
He loves Clarinda, and the beauteous maid, 
Has with her heart, his honeſt ſuit repaid ; 
She pines in vain, for loſt to generous views, 
Her cruel father does her choice refuſe ; 
Merit was ne'er o'erlook'd by Robinhood, 
And to relieve the youth, Vl riſk my blood: 
But ads how heavily” Leander comes. 


* | Enter LEA NE. 
SL i e 
To the pines on the mountains, DFR | 
I murmur her name, 

To the grotto's.and fountains, 
I I witneſs my flame! | 
 Clarindal 45 : i 11 

5 The echoes to mock me, Clarinda rep 


| Ronix no. 2 
Take courage, youth, I've ſworn to be your friend, | = 
And pill, tho death oppoſe, your cauſe does: x \ 
Diſguis'd, this day, to Nottingham I'll go, 7 cl 


| FIG Graſpall ſeek, no more Os muſt — 2 ä j 
are” J 


CA 


„„ 
Farewell, I haſte to do the generous deed, 
And nas whiſpers that I ſhall ſucceed. - 
Firſt. A I R repeated 


Aſſiſted by love, and by bold Robinhood, 
Take heart and never deſpair, 

For Robin will ſoon to the merry Sherwood, 

Bring home your lovely fair. 


- 


TEAGUE's Ramble to LONDON. 


As it was pertormed at the Theatre-Royal, in the e Hay. 


Market. „ 


$ a 
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Enter Carranx and TxrxENCE.. 


Gs I am all che way a dying, I at 
For Captain O Obrien in the AY mY 
Oh! Bowle an * FE Fo 


% $90 


When I'm very fad,” e 


| Oh! ! then come let's be merry. 
And ſo Terence you tell me that Parrick dere, 


: keeps a gun. 
Tn. O yes, fait, Sir, avery long gun too. 


85 Carr. Oh! he, monomondoul, if ever I — ts 


Ireland, and catch any of thoſe Spalpeen brats keeping 
of a gun to deſtroy the gentlemens recreation, but Þ'll 
have them ſhot ſtone dead, and' then whip'd through he. 
regiment after. 

Tx. O dear Sir, you mean you Al hare them wig 
firſt, and then ſhot after. 
_ Cas. Arra, what magnifies that, is not epi and 
2 ting the ſame thiflg in the end; but you will be a 


* 2 : wiſe- = 


— = * . — . a m * : 


— . OI Te EE ETON 
* 2 — * 


3 
(4 ] 
wi nere for all your cunning. Monomondoul, there is 
not one of them who has got a little cabin a top of a 
mountain, but will be keeping a gun, and in particular 
that d nd old cabage darly, Mr. Glogerty ; fait he is 
an old poacher, for he kills all the rabbits in our country 
2 purpoſe to fill his boroughs with. 
TER. Pray Sir what was your buſineſs 1 in coming to 
London 7 
_ Cap. Fait you muſt know that the Spaniards has taken 
Falkland iſland from our countrymen the Engliſh, and 
drove them down the dry ſhand of the ſea, up to 
their necks in water: but if my little Triſh troop once 
gets among them, fait and trought we will cut them all 
to pieces, and then bring them priſoners of war. 
Tzz. Upon my word, Sir, you come on a wy ho- 


nourable expedition. 


Carr. Arrah, Terrence, don't you think that he'll 


have a ſore time that came after us to Bellſhanedaft ? 


TER. Why fo, Sir? — — 

Carr. Oho! don't you r chat we left an 
empty hogſhead half full of axes there? 
TER. Sir, I ask your pardon ; you may have left it 
half full, but it is empty by this time. But pray, Sir, 


what ſort of a paſſage had you coming over ? 


. Cayr. Paſſage, do you call it, muſic fait, the devil 
take the paſſage from me. Why, you muſt know that 
I agreed with one captain Ofagan, to take me over to 
England on board his ſhip, ſo accordingly, he hired at 
the fign of the Flying-Horſe, and Green-Man, a baiting 
the Green Bull, upon George's Quay, by four o'clock 


in the moraing ; to be ſure, it was as fine a morning as 
ever 


E 


* ever T ſuw in my life, conſidering there was a great ſtorm 
, and rained very hard, ſo my couſin and I came, but I 
od was put in a little boat, and took me down to Poolpey, 
Y and there put me on board the Race-Horſe ; but I be- 
/ lieve it was the devil's own Race-Horſe, for I was no 


ſooner got down to the room of the ſhip, at the bottom 
3 | of the hill of Hoath, but I was taken with a violent 
head-ach in my ſtomach, that I thought I muſt have. 
died on the floor of the ſhip, with that I. called to the 
landlord, captain, I believe they called him, to ſtop the. 
ſhip; upon my conſcience, he did not heed any more to 
my calling, than it. I was one of the Spalpeens.who was 
in the bottom or cellar of the ſhip, that was going over 
to make harveſt ; with that I calld, and run.up to the. 
ſecond floor: Oh my dear, devil a word I tell ye, there ; 
was not a blanket or ſheet in the whole place, but was 
in one minute hauled up to the top of the houſe ; with 
that, one of the ſailors cryed out, a lake, a lake, 
but I turning nimbly about, for fait I thought I was 
got in my father's garden, but: och my dear, the. devil. 
a. lake or an onion could I find; and to my comfort an- 
other cry'd,. puſh the ſhip aſhore, but fait I thought 1 
was puſhing myſelf a ſhore-; harkee, captain, ſays I, if 
the ſhip ſhould fink in the middle of the ſea, and you 
don't get me another to carry me over, the devil a crawn . 
kjen will I give, for ſure I will be going by dry nee 
x I am up to my neck in water. 

Tx. A very virtuous reſolution indeed. 
1 Car. Harkee, e do 8 know Blowbladder- - 5 

N Street ? 4 
Wo IR. Ves, that I do. 
n 33 5 Car, 


N : if 7 
. I | 
Car. Well then, go there and enquire for Mr. | 
Fradewell, at the Acorn branch; Oh that's not it, arra, 
go next door to that, and aſk next door to that again, 
which houſe m y couſin Tradewell lives at, next door to 
* 

Tx. By godllid I ſhall never find it out; but pray 
Sir, how is the old gentleman, your father? L hope he's: 
well, | 

Car. O yes, fait, for he has been dead theſe ten years 
paſt. : a 

Tix, That Gentleman. who uſed to: come to your 

hou, that tall, ger teel, comely, likely, ſtout man. 

| Cap. I know who you mean, it is my fiſter's huſ- 

band you are talking about, ha! ha! ha! Oh !: yes, to 
be ſure, he's a ſine ſtrait, comely, tall, young man, ſure 
enough,. for he has d -n'd large noſe, a hump on his- 

"buck, a large pair of huckle packs: on his ſhins, if yer 
call that comely'! ha! ha! ha! 

Ter. P ray, Sir, how is that joking eee e 

ud to make us laugh ſo? | 

| Car. Oh! to be ſure I don't know who. you mean z: 
fait and do, to be-ſure its not Sheely Shacheney's huf-. 
band, the parion : fait and trought, I Il tell. you a ſtory 
about him; the other day, as we go to dine with father 
Feeneen, about a mile and. a half on this fide of Clani⸗ 
kelty, at: tho other ſide of Ballanglanee, for as we were 
walking on towards Balleploreen, it was as fine a day, 
conſidering it rained very hard, and ble in our faces a. 


going; ſo we ſpent the evening very joyous, and coming - | 
home at night, the wind was in our backs; upon my con- 


{ience, the wind is turn d, ſays I, at that he began to 
8 —— oy 56 ES Ya _ — _ . | % | 
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TL 
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ſtare at me, the wind turn'd, fays he ! the wind turn'd 
fays I ! ſure, if the wind was in our face going, and in 
fir back coming, in courſe the wind's chang' d; no, if I 
was to preach till next. St... Patricks day, I could not diſ- 
fuade him from. the contrary, Oh! Mr. Parion, ſaid I, 
before miſs Owenglanochan, miſs Shavanyſcarly, miſs 
Noorundooney, and little widow. of. Calavam, and a: 
great number of ladies that were in company, you have 
no more ſenſe than a gooſe at that he was ſtruck. 
dumb, he had not a ſingle word in his mouth. 

TER. Sure the man had not common ſenſe. . 

- Cap. I told him ſo. 

_'Exx. Pray Sir does the vid church ſtand mood it Kid 2 

Car. Church! church! N Rea fait: I. 
don't remember a church within ten miles G us, 

TER. I'm ſure there is anne like a. i, or 2 
eaſtle, or a---- 

Car. Oh! ſure T'know 1 you mean, fait; vou 
mean old lame hur' 3 will, ſure the: devil a church ĩs tbat, 
only indeed they maſs init ſometimes for CONVENIENCY-==- 
but Terence, how do you like m y coat ? | 

TER. Like it, Sir, why fait it is very handſome, 

Cap. Monomondoul, I think it is, but the fon of 4 
whore of a Taylor has made the ſleeve ſo long, he | has:. 
left no room to take it in; weil, I can't blame him, 
for I was not by when he took meaſure of me. 
5 8 word, Sir, I'thivk it ft you like 2 

mirt. 
Ce x. Terence, take this bx prac vauraap, and go. 
buy me a pair of gloves. 


[8 1 


TER. Six pence halfpenny! lord, lord, Sir, I have 
been all about, and cannot get a pair under two killings. 

Cay. Two tirteens for a pair of gloves, Oh | mono-; 
mondoul, but my hands ſhall go barefooted all the days 
of their lives ſure, before I'd give two tirteens for one 
pair of gloves ; well, come along, . maſter will excuſe 
them. 

TER. But Sir, you promiſed me that two part ſong. . 

Cay. Fait and trought I'd ſing it with all my heart, 
but we have not the third perſon, but we'll leave that to- 
providence, and the expectation of war, for war will ſend 
extraordinary gazettes, and then we'll have news-car- 
riers enough to join us im chorus. 


8 O NS. 
1 CCC 
God ble you dear Teady, you're welcome to London, . 


Pray what news have you brought. from. the county. 
Kildare ;- 


* 7 


i 


I. 
By my conſcience dear Johnny, no firange news, but 
what's common, 
What news have you got about this Spaniſh war? 
ö Sing t tol der roll. 


„ . IAU. 
By n my ſol, coufin Teady, the Spaniards are for fighting 
And ſwear that in Ireland their troops they will land, 
With boaſting and braging they boldly do treaten, 
The tower of London to take ſword in hand. 


” * 4 n ny i 5 7 
. , E K P 
* * 


"2 


Pr 


ES 


Ic C 
Come . dear Teady, to the lien of the Draper, 
Untill I do give you one pitcher of booze ; 
Harkee, young man, come here with the paper, 
Have you got are a packet to-day in the news. 
N E WS M AN. 
Oh, yes, fait, here is death in one hand, and no mercy 
in the other 
Bloody news ! bloody news ! an 8 from W 
CAP © A+ 
By my conſcience, couſin Johnny, the Spaniards are 
for fighitng | 
For the fellow cries out we'll be — to fight all. 
T ER E N C E. 
No, no, couſin Teady, the word you've miſtaken, 
For the fellow cries out, an expreſs from Whitehall, 
- OG & PT; A L 
By my conſcietoe, my jewel, I though him in earneſly 
When firſt I heard him mention Whitehall. | 
But if the Spaniards intend to invade us, 
And near to my own ridg of patatoes will come, 
By my ſoul, with my flail, their bonęs I'll be thraſhirg; 
Ev'ry yard from my carrack, till I drive 3 
T EX N CK. 
Tub, filence, pray captain, no more of that language, 
Take care how you ſpeak, there's a hole in the houſe, 
By my ſoul, my dear Johnny, as I am a ſtranger,  . | 
Pil warrant you'll be as mute as a mouſ. 
There's Thurlough and Yeaman, and Roody and Dermon 
When they hear of this news, ſtart crazy will run; 


"a 


And 


e a «= 
; 1 ” 


* 


FEET AT PORIRPT '-- 
1 — 
x : 


a. ama. — 


for w7 plaiſh alive * have ſtrength and boncſh enough 


in 


e n 


E 


And there's Patrick O Feling I'll wager a fhilling, 


He will be ſtart mad about Phelim his ſon, 
CA PF Tz 


Oh! the devil make matters, let the fight wrangles, 


Come let us drink firſt, and fee what is there, 
Is there ever a word about my couſin Daniel? 
Laſt Eaſter was twelvemonth he liſt in Kildare. 


By my ſoul, coufin Johnny, he was a ſtout fellow, 
Give him but a lump of ſnelaly in his hand, 15 
With a pint of good north country whiſky in his belly, 
The devil a five Spaniards before him could * 

F 0 
And now to conclude, and let us be merry, . 


And drink ſucceſs to our own country, 


Come fetch us a quart of noble ſtout onion, 
By my conſcience I think it's not bad company. 


Let them fight, wrangle and rail, myſelf will be quiet, 
And with every man to have his own right, 

Here's ſucceſs to old Ireland, with long peace and. plenty. 
With three meals a day, and a e at night. 


T REGISTER-OFFICE. 
Enter GuLwzTIL, and ParRIck OCAR ROL. 


In isn. Arrah, my dear jewel, I am come to ſee whe- 
ther you have got commiſeraſhon enough in your 


bowelſh, for a 1 880 diſtreſs'd Iriſhman, to get him a 
: plaiſh. . 8 


Gu. What ſort of a . are you ſit in d 
In Is n. Upon my ſhalvaſhon, joy, dye ſee, I am fit 
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in this carcaiſh of mine, to do all the work in the world. 
_ Gvr. Have you ever been in ſervice? f 
In Is H. In Sherviſh! no to be ſure I have not l- Ves, 
by St. Patrick, ever ſince after I was ſo big as a Potatoe. 
Gul. With whom did you laſt live? 
Ia Is H. With Squire Maclachlen, of Killybegs. 
Gur. Killybegs ! where the duce. is that? 
In ish. Why, where the devil ſhould it vey. but in 
Ireland, my dear honey? | 
Gu. But what part of Ireland rs province? 
what county? 
Ik ISE. It is in the province of Donegal, in the coun- 
ty of Ulſter---Itis an inland ſea- port town, where they 
catch the beſt pickled herrings in all England- By my 


fet, he was the beſt man of a maiſhter between Derry 


. and Voughall. Arra! -I ſhall never Jive ſo well with 
with nobody elſe, unleſs I go back to live with him 


again. 


Gut.. As he was fo good a maſter how came you to 


wes him ? 
IIS E. Leave him, joy, 3 he wanted to alike 
a bug and a fool of me. When I went to go to 


| plough and harrow, he would inſiſt on my yoking the 


dear cb the muleſh, 1 8 necks, inſtead of tbe 
tailſh. 
tics, The wide? why 18 "ht 45 1 alen tin 
ploughing? 
asg. Ay, upon my e it ie, EET? and the 
beſt euſntom that ever was born in the World. I'll give 
you a reaſon for it, honey, You know when the 
traſhes is faſtened to the tail, all the reſt of the body is 
| free 
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free ; Pr when all the carcaſh but the tail goes along 


the tail muſt follow of courſe. Beſides, honey, all the 
world knows, the ſtrength of every human creatures lies 


in the tail. Arra, he wanted to bodder me with his 
damn'd Engliſh tricks, but the devil burn me, it honeſt 
Paddy would not have left twenty places, if ke had been 


in them all at once, ſooner than be put out of the way 


of his country. | 
Gur. Youare certainly in the right; I commend 


your ſpirit. But pray how have you liv'd ſince you 
came to London ? 

I Is EH. Liv'd, Honey! as a great wany lives in "Pa 
m nobody knows how. By my foul, I have only 


| re, five thirteens, for theſe tour weeks and a halt. 


Gul, A ſpecial raw-bon'd fellow, this; he will do 
for America ; I muſt ſend word to my nephew Trap- | 
pum. Would you like to go abroad, Friend ? 

IaIs RH. Ay, my dear honey; any where in England, 
or in Scotland ; but I do not like, dye rs to live out 
of my native kingdom. 


Gul. Oh! Its only a very ſhort voyage, a a. Backs 


round the Land's-End. A gentleman hath taken a very 
conſiderable farm in the Weſt ;- and if I could prevail on 
him to hire you, you would have the ſole management 


of it, twould be the 2 of - vou. You can * 
L ſuppoſe? 

Iz Ish. Ves, upon my e that 1 can — 
well. My mark, honey, that's all. But that's nothing, 
my dear, I. Oy e n, — but 


en how. 
Our 
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Gul. That's true---well, I ſhall ſee the gentleman: 
ahis evening, and have a little cloſe talk with him a 


bout you. 


In IsH. Upon my ſoul, the moſt ſpivileſt perſon dye 


ſee, that ever I met with ſince I was an Iriſl. man. 


Gur. Where do you lodge, friend? 


Is Isk. Ay the harp and ipinning-wheel, in Farthing 
Fields, Wapping; in a room of my own, W hich I hire 


at nine-pence a W eek. 


Gvr. Your name? 
IXIS E. Patrick O Carrol. 


Gur. O'Carrol! give me your hand- we muſt be 


Couſins- my great grandmother was an O'Carrol. 


Ix Is RH. Was ſhe by St. Patrick? then we muſt be 


Couſins ſure enough !---where was ſte born? 


Gur. At what do you call the place, where ſquire 25 


O'Carrol lives? 

IR Is H. What provoſt O'Carrol 5 

Gr. Ay, the provoſt 

Ia Is H. Oh! you're a ſoft lad! you don't know i it was 
Balliſtanny? 


Gul. Right, that is the very place !---well couſin, ü 


I ſhould like to be better acquainted with you. 


Ia IsH. And ſo ſhould poor paddy, by my fet---you | 
donnot conceive how my heart dances in the inſide of 
my bowelſh, to ſee a relaſhon in this part of the world, 


where I expected to ſee no body at all;---do honey, 
put your head here to feel---fet, joy, it beats, and 


deats, and beats, and Jumps about my belly, like a 


0 bruſtled 


[Alide. | 
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bruſtled pea upon a red hot fire-ſhovel---arra! 1 knew 
you to be better than half an Os by your ſhiv ility 
to ſtrangers 
Bur. Ay, I wiſh I were wholly ſo! but it was my 
| misfortune to be born in England. . | 
 Ixrsn. Upon my Conſcience that was almoſt poor 
| paddy's misfortune too! I was begot in England, but 
as good luck would have it, I went over to Ireland to 
| be born. 
l | Gur. Well, . if you will call on me to- moro 
| | morning, I hope I ſhall de able to give you joy of 
| | 
| 


your place. | | 
IrTsH. I ſhall my dear couſin---arra! now if T was but | 


my father, who has been dead theſe ſeven years, I 
ſhould be making a ſong of you for this ſhivility, 
Gur. Your father? what was he? | 
Ix Is H. A true Iriſh poet, my dear; he could nei- 
ther read [nor write---but fet, honey, he wrote many 
an excellent new ſong---I have one of his upon Mag- 
BY Maclachlen, a young virgin in Shgo, who he fell 
in love with, after ſhe had two W at one WE | 
to one ſquire Conaonnon. > 
Gr. I ſhould be glad to ſee it, if you have i it on you. 
Inis. O yes, my dear creature, I always carry it 
upon me- it is in my head honey; you ſhall fee it in 
a minute, if you will give me leave to fing 1 - 
Gr. With all my heart, couſin. = 
IA ISH. The Devil have me now, honey, if 1 can 
think of the Tight tune, "becauſe it a tune 
; 1 5 all :-however it will go to Lary Grogan. . 
Gol. By all means let's bave it. 
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IRISHMAN an 
My ſweet pretty Mogg, you're as ſoft a Bog, 
And as wild as a kitten, as wild as a kitten: 
Thoſe eyes in your face---(Q pity my caſe) 
Poor Paddy hath ſmitten, poor Paddy hath ſmitten, 


Far ſofter than filk, and as fair as new milk  ' 


Your lilly white hand is, your lilly white hand is; 


Your ſhape's like a pail, from 85480 head to your tail, 


You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're {trait as a wand is. 
Your lips red as cherries, and your curling har is 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil; 9 


Vour · breath is as ſweet as any patatoe, 


Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville, 
When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a godeſs, 


So nimble, fo friſcy, ſo nimble, ſ6-friſky y 2 


A kiſs. on your cheek, (tis ſo ſoft and ſo fleek)--: 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me m. 


__ - whaſky, 
J grunt and T pine, and ſob like a a fivine; 


| Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're fo cr 


No reſt I can take, and aſleep or awake, 

I dream:of my jewel, I-dream;of-my jewel. 

Vour hate then give over, nor paddy, your overs 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruclly handle; 
Or paddy muſt die, like a pig in a ſty, 

Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 


Lou wailt is ſo taper, it would make a man capers. 


Your ſtep is fo nimble and ſtately, and ſtately, 

When ever you walk, or when ever you tal Ky 

Poor er admires you ſo greatly, ſo greatiy, 
WS 5 Awake 


— 
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Awake or afleep in my mind you till keep, 2 
Salt tears from my eyes are ſtill ſhedding, 


Oh! then ſmile on me ſoon, like a froſty fall moon, 
That I may not long for the wedding. N 


Gor. I thank you very kindly ; it is a moſt admi- 


_ rable ſong---well, you will be here at nine to-morrow ? 


Izisn. You may be certain of my coming my dear 
couſin, 


G vr. But hark you---be ſure not to mention a word 
of this affair to any perſon whatſoever---I would not 


have it get wind, leaſt any body elſe ſhould be applying 


to the gentleinan. 

Inis R. Oh! let paddy alone for that, my dear erea- 
ture, I am too eunning to mention it to noby, but my 
mine nown * your ſervant, my dear cuſin. 


[Exit linging, 
The PORTMANTEAU FISH. 


| Enter DxNONMEs. | 
I am now glad with all my heart, that I ſhould help 
thoſe poor girls, I am their protector at preſent ; and 


troth, they re both young and wondrous pretty; but my 


jealous, prying wife watches me on all fides, for fear I 
ſhould be too ſweet upon them.---But I wonder. what's 


become of our man Gripus, who went out a fiſhing laſt 
night; faith, he'd have been wiſer had he kept his bed; 


certainly he muſt have loſt his labour and his tackle. too, 


the wind has been ſo high ever ſince, by the roughneſs 
of the ſea, I may venture to fry all his fiſh in my bare 
| hand 


wt 
hand---but hold, my wife calls me to dinner; Il go. 


but I ſhall have my ears deafened with her fooliſh prat- 
tle, | Exit Demones. 


Enter Gz1evs from among the Cliſſs at the further end 
of the ſtage, with a portmanteau, nets, &c. | 
Thanks to my old friend Neptune, king of the falt-fiſh 
regions, for ſending me home ſo well aceoutered from 
his dominion, and thus richly laden, and for preſerving 
the little boat that helpt me to this lucky new ſort of 
fin. When the ſea run fo high, twas a wonderful, 
ſtrange bout, and the beſt that could be, for the dee'l a. 
fiſh caught I to-day, but what's in this net. I aroſe: 
carefully at midnight, preferred intereſt to ſnoreing and. 
ſleeping ; hazarded my carcaſe in a ſtorm, to relieve - 
my maſter's wants, and my on ſervitude: a lazy. 
rogue is good for nothing; I hate thoſe cattle as I do 
the plague ; if a fellow has a mind to have his buſineſs. 
go forward, he muſt be up and be doing, and not lie 
loling in bed for his maſters call, for ſuch as theie get 
nothing but a jerking---now I: who am careful, have- 
happened on that.which if I pleaſe may keep me from. 
all care. This I found in the fea what'ere is in it, tis 
plaugy wein faith; I believe tis all gold; and what's 
worth all, neꝰer a foul to come in for a ſnack. Now my 
dear Gripus is the critical minute, for the magiſtrates 
to make a great man. Now for my policy and contri- 
vance; I'Il go cunningly to my maſter and offer him a. 
little money for my freedom; after I've got that, Vil 
immediately purchaſe houſe and land, and buy flaves : 
ö tken ſend out lar ge ſhips to trade to foreign parts of the 
E 3 world: 
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lt and be as great as a king; T'l! have a Royal Sun, 
like the king of France, and fail about from port to port. 
When my nobility and ſplendor begins to ſhine in the 


World, Iii bai a raft great city, and call it after my 


own name, Gripſburgh, to tkemeacry of my illuſtrious 
family, and immortal actions; and there will J erect a 
great monarchy ;. faith I've great deſigns in my head * 
but firſt and foremoſt, let me hide this portmanteau.—- 
Atter all, this monarch here muſt dine to-day on a 
brown george, and only ſalt and vinegar for ſauce. 

Ike moves forward. 


Enter Tx AchATTo from the cliffs juſt behind him. 


TRA. Stay, friend, 

GRI. What for? 

Tra. Only to unſhackle For ropes that hangs at 
your feet. 

Gx. Prithee, friend let it alone. 

TRA. Faith I muſt help you, fora good turn is never 
thrown away upon a good man. 

xl. I tell thee, fellow, I have no fiſh, for there has 
been nothing but ſtormy weather ſince yeſterday, there- 
fore don't expect any, you ſee I have a wet net and 
nothing in it. 

TRA. I want no fiſh, only alittle ſerious diſcourſe. 
SI. Puh! I hate ſuch baiting impertinence, who 

are you? [Going off. 
Tas. [hokdipg him] I muſt not part with you ſoz 


Kay, man, | | 
Ls. <5 . Gazi, 


7 
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and know the owner of the ſtolen goods; thereupon I. 


me no anſwer. Now what think you, don C1 deſerve 


. . — OS > 
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Gxl. I'll break your eck a pox FR you hold 
me ? 

TRA. Hear me a little. 

GI. Not a word. 

TRA. Faith, but you muſt.“ 

GRI. Another time as long as you vleaſe. 

Tx a. Oh!] but 'tis buſineſs of great importance, and 
muſt not be put off. | 

GRI. Speak then, what is it? 

TA. But does nobody dog us? 

Gi. What's that to me? 

TRxA. Oh ! much---can ye adviſe me in one point? 

Gazi. What point? prithee be quick. 

TRA. I'll tell thee, upon promiſe of not betraying. 
Gx1..I promiſe I won't betray thee, who ever you 
Are. | | 

TRA. Obſerve then! 'T-have lately diſcovered atheft, 


goes {trait to Mr. Thief, and offers him this propoſal ; 
I know the owner of the ſtolen goods, and if you'll give 
me aſhare, 1'll never diſcover it to him; the fellow gave 


half part ? I'll be judged by you. 
GI. Aye, faith, and more too, or I'd diſcover the- 1 


rogue to the owner. 
TRA. I'll follow your advice. Now take notice, 

this all belongs to your caſe. gs "I. 
GxI. Why, how can that be 4 


Tx A. 
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TRA. I have known the owner of that portmanteau 


for a long time. 


GI. What fay ye? 

TRA. And I know how it was loſt. 

GRI. And I know how it was found, and the honeſt 
man that tound it, who now is become maſter of it ; 


in good faith 'tis nothing to you to know the prefent 
owner of it, as I do, nor to me to know the foriner as 


you do---P:i part with it to no man, therefore don't flat- 


ter yourſelf. 


TRA. What! not to the owner, if be eomes ? 
Sn. There's no owner but myſelf; I ſay don't fool 


| yourſelf, for I caught it a fiſaing. 


TRA. Did ye ſo. | 3 

GRI. And is there any ſiſh that 4 t belong tc to me; 
all that I take are my own, and I do what I pleaſe with 
em; no man pretending to take them away, or come in 
for a ſhare ; I'il fell them in open market as my own 


proper goods, for ſure the fea. is common to all men. 


TRA. I grant it, and why ſhould not I come in for 

a ſhare, ſince it comes out of a common place. 
GRI. O impudence ! impudence ! if that be law, . 
poor fiſhermen may go hang themſelves, for when they 
carry their fiſh to market, the devil a bit would the peo- 
ple buy, but all come flocking for their ſhares, pretend- 
ing they were caught in the common liberty. | 
Tx a. No, by Jove, if you catch a bag inſtead of afiſh.. 
Gx1. A fine fooloſopher ? | Wo 
TRA. Good Mr. Sorcerer, did you ever know a 5 
carry a fiſn to market called a portmanteau, you mult not 
think 


0 


T:E 


1 J 
think to carry on as many trades as you pleaſe; you 
would not be bag - maker and fiſnmonger too, would you ? 
either ſhew me a fiſh called a portmanteau, or carry no- 
thing off without ſcales, and that is not bred in the ſea. 

GR. Prithee, fellow, didſt never hear of portman- 
teau fiſh ? ; 

Tx a. You dog, there's no ſuch fiſh, 

Gx1. Gad zooks, but there is tho and you'll give. 2 
fiſherman leave to knowthis own trade: I confeſs tis a 
very ſcarce fiſh, and very few of them are caught on 
our coaſt. 

Tra. You had as good ſay nothing; doſt think to 
impoſe upon one, rogue ? - What colour is it of, pray? 
| Gxa1, There are very few of this colour : others are 

red, when they grow big they grow black and blue, 

TRA. Very well, faith, if you ha'nt a care, I ſhall. 
change you to a portmanteau fiſh, make your ſides red 
firſt, and then black and blue, 

Gal. What unlucky rogue have I happen'd on to- 
da 
1 We ſtand wrangleing and loſing ns, conſider ; 
to whom you'll put buſineſs, 

Gx1. To the portmanteau. 

T A. Say you fo, good fool. 

Gai. Tis good, by Sir Solomon 

Tz a. [ Holding him} You muſt not go off ſo, with- 
out putting it into the third man's hand, and leaving 1 it to 
another determination. 

GI. Prithee, art mad? 

TRA. As a march hare, 

8 yy Gate 
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Gar. And I crazy, but not enough, to part with my 
800d 
TRA. Speak another word, and III make muſtard at 


thy brains. 
RI. Let me oe, or Pl ſqueeze out all the blood 


in your belly like a ſponge. If you touch it, I'il take 
you by the heels, and daſh you as dead as, a herring, 
Come, I'll fight ye. | 

TA. Hang fighting, now we may divide the ſpoil, 

Ger. Youll get nothing but a broken head here, 
therefore don't provoke me---now I'll begone. 

Ta A. [ Holding the lines] I ſhall make your ſhip -. 
tack about, therefore ſtay... 

8 RI. If you be at the head, Pl keep: at the Reerager 


82 let g0 the lines, rogue. 


TA. Shall I ſo do, let g0 wy pertmanteau. | 
; Gn I. & By George, you ſhan't be a ſouſe the better for 


* TA. * danza argues nothing, unleſs you give 
me a ſhare; put i it to 9 or into another © mg: 8 


hands. 


Ger. What I — 5 at ſea. 

TRA. And J found at land. ä 

Gur, At the price of my trouble, pains and boat. : 
TRA. If the owner comes, ſhould-I who ſee vou 


gage it, be counted a leſs thief than you ? 


GN 1. No, without doubt. : 
TX. Stay, hang-dog---by what law muſt I be the | 
| thief and not the ſharer ? make that out. | 
xl. I don't underſtand your city laws, not I, 1 


1 I know it belongs to me. TRA. 


„ 
TRA. And I know it belongs as much to me. 
Gx. Hold a little I have found out a trick to pre- 


vent your being either thief or ſharer. 
TRA. What's that? 


GRI. Let me go quietly one way, and go you an- 


other, you ſhall ſay nothing and Plt be ſilent, you ſhall 
be ſecret and I'll ſay nothing; I think * tis the belt way 
in the world, hah, boy! | 

Tea. Will you make me no propoſals ? 

GRI. I have already, thoſe are; to let go the lines 
and be gone, and leave all impertinences. | 

Tra. Stay, and let me make propoſals too. 

Sni. Prithoe, make the beſt of thy way, and be 
gone. 

Tra. Are you delten with any body Here bonn? 

Gur. With my neighbours, I am. | 

Tra. Where abouts live ye? _ 

. Gx1, Oh a vaſt way in the fields. 

TRA. Will you put the buſineſs to the man of this 
[houſe ? 5 
Gx1., Let go the rope a little, and PII. think and 
. conſider of it? 

TRA. Well then? 

Gul, [walking by himſelf, ] Good; thirgs/ go . 
this rich prize is every bit my own, the fooliſh fellow 
carries me to my own dunghill, and refers all to my 
own maſter, I'll be ſworn he'll never give three-halt- 
pence from his own ſervant; this poor devil ſure knows 
not what he's about, (to him) well, TU yt it to refer- 


ence. 
TRA; 


1 241 
Ts 4. What ſhould you do elſe ? 
Oni. Though my conſcience tells me tis my right, 
I'd rather do ſo than give myſelf the trouble of bear. | 
ing you. 
TA. Now l like ye. 
Gx. Though you ſummons me before an unknown 
judge, if be docs juſtice, he's a notable tho unknown 
man; if not, he's a moſt notable tho' unknowing man. 


The JOVIAL CREW. 


SCENE a Room in Or DpREN T's Houſe. 


Enter OL DxEx T's and Hearty, 
Orp. It has indeed much aMicted me, 
| Hear, And very juſtly too, let me tell you, Sir; 
to give ear and faith too (by your leave) to. fortune- 
tellers, wizards, and gypſies! 
Orp. I have fince been frightned with it in a thou- 
ſand dreams, | 
- Heart. would. go drunk a thouſand times to bed 
rather than dream of any of their 5 nddle- 
meries. | 
A 1 „ 

To day never let us be ſlaves. 
Nor the fate of to-morrow enquire; 
Old wizards and gypſies are knaves 
5 And the devil, we know, is a lar, 
| Then drink of a bumper while you may, | 
Weill laugh and we'll fing, tho! our hairs are grey, 
He's a tool and an aſs, 
That will baulk a full glaſs, 
For fear of another day. Or. 


E 1 
Orb. Wou'd 1 had your heart: 

HEART. Thank you, Sir. 

On p. I mean the like. 

HEART. I wod'd you had, and I ſuch an eſtate as 
yours - four thouſand pounds a year, with ſuch a heart 

às mine, would defy fortune and all her babling ſooth- 
„ a 5 
OLD. Come. Fll ive to think no more on T2 

HEART. Will you ride forth for the air then and be 
merry? 

Ol. Your council and example may inſtruct me. 


HA f. Sack muſt be * too in 1822235 2 for | 
Tongs T0 provided. 


A T R. 
In Nottinghamſhire, 
„„ Leet 'em boaſt of their beer, 
2 With a hey down, down, and a down, 


I fing in praiſe of good ſack, 
8 - Old ſack and old fterry, - 


Will make our hearts merry, | 
Without &er a rag to our back. 
Then caſt away care, . 
Bid adieu to deſpair, 
With a down, down, down, and 2 down. - 
Like fools, our own ſorrows we make. 
7 In' ſpite of dull thinking, 14-42, 
| While fack we are drinking, 8 — 
Our hearts are too buſy to ach, Tk 
2 Enter SrRINoLovzE with books, papers, aad a bunch 
of keys, and lays them on a table, $f Ok 
ne ou 


e 
e 
* wy 


[ 26 J 

OLD. Yet here comes one brings me a ſecond ory 
who has my care next to my children. 

Heart. Your ſteward, Sir, it ſeems, has buſineſs 
with you, I wiſh you would have none with him. 

'OcLp. But Pl ſoon A it, and then be for our 
journey inſtantly. _ 

HEART. I'll wait your coming down, fir, 
Orp. But why Springlove, is now this expedition? 
Hearr. Sir, tis duty. 


their accounts before.the day their lords have limited. 


accounts, which ſhews you the remains in caſh, which- 
added to your former bank makes up in all. 
Orp. Twelve thouſand and odd pounds, 


in your own cloſet. 
OLD. Why in my cloſet! 1s not yours as ſafe.: ?P 


'Spr1NG. O, Sir, you know my ſuit, 


Orp. Your ſuit!---what ſuit ? 
SexING. Touching the time o'the year. 


Orv. Tis well nigh May, wa what of that Spring- 
love ? 

SeprING. Oh, Sir, you hear I'm call'd, [bird ſings. 

Orp. Are chere delights in beggary ? or if to take 
diverſity of air be ſuch a ſolace, travel the kingdom 
cxer, and if this yeild not variety enough, try farther, 


man, 


* 


Orv. Not common among ſtewards, T confeſs, to urge 


SPRING. Sir, your indulgence, I hope, ſhall ne'er 
corrupt me, here, Sir, is the ballance of the ſeveral 


SexiNG. Here are the keys of all, the cheſts are ſafe 


pre vi ded your deportment be genteel, take horſe, and 


( 27 1 


man, and money, you have all; or I'll allow you 


enough. 

SpxING, Oh how cater! dear, Sir, return me 
naked to the world, rather than lay thoſe burthens on 
me which will ſtifle me; I muſt abroad or 3 
J leave ycu, Sir--- 

Orp. I leave you to diſpute it with yourſelf; I have 
no voice to bid you go or ſtay. 

Senixd. I am confounded in my obligations to this 
_ man. | 
Euter RANnDAL and tliree or four ſervants, with balkete, 
the ſervants go off. 


Now fellows what's the news from whence you came? 


Rap. The old wonted news from your gueſt houſe 
the old barn; they have all pray'd for you, and our 
maſter, as the manner is, from the teeth outwards ; 
marry, from, the teeth inwards, tis enough to fallow 
your alms, from whenes, I think, their pray ers ſeldom 
come. ä 
OPRING« Thou? rt o1d Randal ſtill, ever grumbling, 
but till officious for em. 
Rax. Yes hang em, they know I love them well 


enough, 1 have had hives with ſomeof em. 
| I: N. 


And he that will = merry merry be 
With a pretty laſs in bed, 

I with he were laid in our church-yard, 
With a tomb-ſtone at his head. 

He if he could, to be merry there, 
And we too merry merry here, 

For who does know where we ſhall go, 


To be merry another year, 

Brave boys, to be merry another year. 
SypRING. Well, honeſt Randal ; thus it is--I am for a 
Journey, I know not how long will be my abſence, but 
1 will preſently take orders with the cook and butler 
for my wonted allowance to the poor, and I will leave 
money with them to manage the affair till my return. 

RanD. Then up riſe Randal, bailiff of the beggars. 
[Exeunt. 
5 BEGGAR's OPERA. | 
 PEacnun, fitting at a table with a large book of 
_ accounts before him. 

A I R. An old woman clothed in grey, 

Through all the employments of life, 

Each neighbour abuſes his brother 

Whore and rogue, they call huſband and witey - 

All profeſſions be- rogue one 3 9 8 

The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, FA 

The lawyer be-knaves the divine, 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, f 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 
A lawyer is an honeſt employment, ſo is mine; like me 
too, he acts in a double capacity, both for rogues and 
againſt em; for *tis but right that we ſhould protect 
and encourage cheats, fince we live by them. | 
FIL cn. Sir, Black Moll, hath ſent word her trial 
comes on in the afternoon, and hopes you will order 
matters ſo as to bring her oft. | 
Pezacn. Why, ſhe may plead her belly at works; to 
amy knowledge ſhe has taken care of that ſecurity ; but 
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as the wench is very active and induſtrious, you may 
_ fatisfy her; I'll ſoften the evidence. | 


FiLck. Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. 
Pacht. A lazy dog; when I took him before, I told 


him what he would come to if he did not mend his 


hand, that is death without. reprieve; I. may venture 


to book him (writes) for Tom Gagg, forty pound, let 


Sly know I'll ſave her from tranſportation, for I can get 


more by her ſtaying in England. 


FrIckh. Betty hath, brought more. goods. into our. 
| lock to year, than any five of the gang; and in truth, 


*tis pity to loſe ſo good a cuſtomer... 


PEAcn, If none of the gang take her off, he may in 


the common. courſe of trade, live a twelvemonth at 


leaſt,. I love to let a woman eſcape, a good ſportiman 
always lets the hen patridges fly, becauſe the game de-- 


pends upowthem ; beſides, here the law allows us no 


reward; there is no good to be got by the "var of a. 


woman, except our wives. 
Fi.ca. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine woman; 'tivas 
to her I was obliged to for my education, and, to ſay a 


bold word, ſhe has trained up more young fellows than 
the gaming table. | 


Px Ach. Truly, Filch, cy obſervations are right, we 


and the ſurgeons are more beholden to women, than al! 
| mon ons beſides. 


AIR II. The bonny grey ey'd aer, Kc. 
*Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind, 7 
By her we firſt are taught the wheedling'arts, | 
Her very eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind,” 
+ She tricks us of our — with our hearts ; 
3 


6 
3 
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For her like wolves, by night we roam for prey, 
And practice ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms, 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 

And beauty muſt be feed into our arms. 

Pezacu. But make haſte to Newgate, boy, and let 
my friends know what 1 l to make them. | 
| eaſy, one way or other. 
FIR. When a gentleman is 5s kept ung! in ſuſpenſe, 
penitence may break his ſpirit ever after. Beſides, cer- 
tainty gives a man a good air upon trial, and makes him 
reſiſt another without fear or ſeruple; but I'll away, for 
tis a pleaſure to be the n of comfort to friends. 
in affliction. a | Eat. 


U R L E 8 Q E. 
. Enter Purr in fetters. | 
Ay, ſtrut and bounce, your power to boaſt, . 
I know full well, you rule the roaſt, ä 
But I unaw d by frowns, or worſe, 
M.uſt yet complain, nay ſtill will rs 
- Who am in all enjoyments croſt d, 
Muy love betray'd, my ede, 
Thus ſhackled, and in woful ſtate, 
Oh! ruthleſs king! Oh! cruel fate? 
Cons r. Hold, Sir, nor date exclaim ſo faft,.. 
Or by my power, you rave your laſts: 
My royal maſter does 0:dain,. 
His office here that E ſuſtain; 
Zo while the ruling rod I hold, 
Preſumptien; Sir, ſhall. be controul d. 


ps; CRE * 
Porr. Youwas my ſriend.. 
ConsT, You'd then a place,. 
Who looks on courtiers in di hes Pe. 
Porr. How.I have ſuffered day and . 
With heavy accent Lrecite, 
What fears I've felt, what evils fac'd, 
. Add after all, to be diſgrac'd, 
lf Ho many embaſsies I've made, 5 
And bully'd, brag' d, bought and bm 4 
What ſieges form'd, what towns have ta'en, 
What battles fought, what numbers ſlan, 
And ah.!. what dangers oft W c 
With horror I remember one! 
O dreadful night ! O ſcene of woe! 
Surpriz'd, aſſaulted by the foe, 
Awak'd, as near the miſchiet-drew, 
I fled ! tho” whither, ſcarce I knew, a 


/ M2 Wt polite Wes 
Thro? thick and thin, thro” pain and dit, 
No breeches, and not half a ſhirt, 5 
The people crying, look, look there, 
O bleſs us! all behind is bare. 
Coms r. Hah !. what reproach the king and me; "TY 
Yourerror,. Sir, you ſoon ſhall ſee : 
A guard [enter ſoldiers] confine that rebel firait, 
Till IL and Pipping fix his fate, 


n ry 


Por, Fate here is molt welcome, fince honour iao's, 
To die non. Tag rents pore beauty in lofts. 


(32 f 
| Kind Charon conduct me to a happier ſhore, 


Where honour and love may diſturb me no more. 
| 8. 26. guarded. . 
Manet Conſtable fotus. * 
Coxs r. This act, I think, was rightly dene, 
My office thus ]'ve well begun, 
Por what's authority and ſway, 
If people dare to diſobey. 


| 5 
So Jack in an office is not ſuch a joke, 
When it's in his power to ſtrike a bold ſtroke, 
Then ſuch while J am, let me merrily ſing, 
That Jack in his Office, as great as a king. 
| 5 Exit. 


L.Y CI D A 8. 
Lycipas, and train of Shepherds for the Chace. 
Symphony of Horns, while they ſalute. 
LYCIDAS. 
Inviting nature ſeems this day to ſhare, , 
In all our pleaſure ; ſince a morn ſo fair, 


She uſhers on us---haſte away, ny friends, 
Since health and pleaſure all « our toil attends. 


0 A 1 N. 


Hence, luxury, with all thy train, : 
Of dire diſeaſe and aching pain, 
. Sloth and eaſe, and ſluggard ſleep, , 


— 0 
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Who hate to ſee the bluſhing morn, | 

Or be diſturb'd with winding horn; 

But blooming health, the ruſtic's pride, 
With youthful vigour by his fide, 
Come and join the merry crew, 

We'll bruſh away the morning dew z 
Here let the wretched too repair, 

We'll teach him to out firip . 


Cuonen of HunTERs. 


Haſte away, join our merry crew, 

We'll bruſh away the morning dew 

And let the wretch no more deſpair, . 
We'll teach him to out ſtrip his care. 


AIX. 
The nimble, buxam, bounding doe, 
Shunning man, her deadlieſt foe, 
Flies ſwift to cover, from her fears, 5 
But ſoon the hot purſuit ſhe hears, 
Then to the hills and dales the hies, 
We follow follow faſter than ſhe ſhes ; 
The birds are huſh'd, the herds from far, 
In filent wonder view the war? 
To woodlands once again ſhe bends,. 
Our chorus all the welkin rends 
Men, borns and hounds, fireet melody, 
Echo prolongs the harmony. > 


% 
{A In- 


1 
Cnonus of Hvxrzse. 
Haſte, and join our merry crew, 
Well bruh away the morning dew;. 
And let the wreteh no more deſpair. 
We'll teach him to outſtrip his care. Is : 


The chace new vigour will inſpire, 
Inſpire our hearts with active fire, 
And when the trumpet calls to arms, 
This ſpirit ſtill each. boſom warms, 
The foe reſpects our hardy race, 
Mur d to wur- furo by the chace. 


en on u 8, 
The foe reſpects our hardy race, 5 ; 
Inur'd to warfare —_ the chace. . 


LOVE INV a VILLAGE. 
Enter HawTaozy finging, 


There was a Jolly miller 
Liv'd on the river Dee, 
And thus from morn: Gl night he * 7 
No lark ſo blyth as he: 
And this the burden of his ſong,. 
For ever uſed to be, 
I cate for nobody, not I ne a 
If nobody cares for me. - 
1 . avau, avau, what all abroad, whatall a gading.. 
INSTICE, 2 55 


A different Meaſure, or Recitative accompanied. 5 
1 
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13 
Jvsrick Woopcock. Heres' a noiſe! here's a rack» 
et! odds my life! William, Robert, Hodge, odds my 
life! the fellows are all dead. Hah ! maſter Haw- 


thorn, are you there ? | 
Haw. Am I here! yes, and had you bon where 


Ius three hours ago, you'd find the good effect of it by 


this time, But you've got the London unwholſome 
way of laying in bed of a morning; there's the gout 
for you; why I have not been in bed five minutes after 
ſun-riſe, for theſe thirty years, and am generally up be- 


fore it, and I never took a doſe of phyſic but once in 


my life, and that was in compliment to a young coulin 

of mine, an —— who was juſt ſet up in buſineſs, 
Woop. Ah! you're a ſportſman. | 
Haw. So would you too; be advis'd by me, be 3 

ſportiman ; there's nothing like it, I would not ex- 


change the ſatisfaction I feel, while I am beating theſe 5 


little lawns and thickets about my farm, for all your 
entertainments and pageantry in Chriſtendom, 
' Woop, You are ſeape · grace rattle · ea. 
Haw, Odsfleſh ! don't tell me ; I fay young fellows, 
will be young fellows, though we preach till we are 
hoarſe again. | . 


| A TJ Ro 
Let gay ones and great, 
Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to Pleaſure they run; 
I care not a jot, 
I envy them not, 
So I have my dog and my gum» 


·＋ 36 4 


For exerciſe air, i 4 
Po the fields I repair, 1 52 
With ſpirits unclouded, and light; 1 -444 
The bliſſes we find, 
Not a ſting leaves behind, : 
But health and diverſion unite. Exeuut. 


The EARL of WARWICK, 
ACT UI, SCENE II. 


Enter Epwanp. 
| Horrible thought !---good Suffolk, for a while 
I would be private---therefore wait without; 
Let me have no intruders, above all 
Das W from my fight--- 
Enter WARWICK» 
WAX. Behold him here; ; 
No welcome gueſt it ſeems, unleſs I aſk 
My lord of Suffolk's leave---there was a time 
When Warwick wanted not his aid to gain 
Admiſſion here. 
'Epw. There was a time NT OT 
When Warwick, more defir'd and more---deſerv'd it. 
Wax. Never; 1 have been a fooliſh faithful flave ; 
All my beſt years, the morning of my life, a 
Hath been devoted to your ſervice; what 
What are now the fruits? diſgrace and infamy ; _ 
My ſpotleſs name which never yet the breath 
Of calumny had tainted, made the mock 
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For een fools to carp at:: > hd fit | 
Who truſt in. princes, ſhould be thus rewarded. | 
Epw. I thought, my lord, I had full well repaid | 
Your ſervices'with honours, wealth and pow'r 
Unlimited; thy all-directing band 
Guided in ſecret every latent wheel! 
Of government, and mov'd the whole machine: 
Warwick was all in all, and powerleſs Edward 
Stood like a cypher in: the great account. | 
Wan. Who gave that cypher worth, and-ſeated thee 
On England's throne ? thy undiſtinguiſſid name 4a 
Had rotted in the duſt, from whence it ſprang, n. 3M 
And mouldered in oblivion, had not Warwick 5 | ww i 
Dug from the ſordid mine tlie uſeleſs ore, = 
And ſtamp'd it with a diadem. Thou know'ſt, _ 47 
This 1 country, doom'd, perhaps like r yo 
To fall by its own felt deſtroying hand, L - 
"Toft for ſo many years in the rough ſea __ ' «= 
Of civil diſcord, but for me had periſh'd. 11 9 
In that diſtreſsful hour, I ſciz/'d the hem _ 
Bade the rough waves ſubſide in | peace, and beerd | 
Your ſhatter'd. veſſel ſafe into harbour. 
You may deſpiſe, perhaps that uſefal aid, 5 
Which you no longer want; but know, proud You, 
He who forgets a friend, deſerves a foe. - 
Epw. Know too, reproach for benefits receiv'd 
Pays every debt, and cancels obligation, - 
Wan. Why, that indeed is frugal honeſty, _ 
A thrifty ſaving knowledge, when the debt , = 
Grows burthenſome, and cannot be diſcharged, TR ẽ 


A ſeynge will wipe out ale and colt you n 
| E I 
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Epw. When you have counted oer the numerous train 
Ot mighty gifts your bounty laviſh'd on me, 
Lou may remember next the injuries, 
\ Which I have done you; let me know em all, 
And I will make you ample ſatis faction. 


Wan. Thou can'ſt not; thou haſt robb'd me of a 


It is not in thy pow'r to reſtore: [jewel 
I was the firſt, ſhall future annals fay, Fs 
That broke the ſacret bond of public truſt 
And mutual confidence; ambaſſadors 
In after times, mere inſtruments, perhaps, 
Of venal ſtateſmen, ſhall recal my name, 
To witnefs, that they want not an example, 
Aud plead my guilt, to ſanctiſy their own, +. 
Amidſt the herd of mercenary ſlaves 


That haunt your court; could none be found but Was. | 


To be the ſhameleſs herald-of a -lye, [wick 
Epw. And wouldſt thouturn the vile reproach on mor 
If I have broke my faith, and ſtain'd the name 
Ot England, thank thy own pernicious counſels | 
That urged me to it, and extorted from me, 
A cold conſent to what my heart abhorr d. 
Wax. I have been abus'd, inſulted, and I 
My y injured honor cries aloud for 3 cor 46h 
Her wounds will never cloſe! | | 
Epw. . e ee 
Will but inflame them; if IJ have been right _ 
Inform d, my lord, befides thoſe dangerous ſcars | 
Of bleeding honor, you have other wounds, 
As dee tho not fo fatal: ſuch perhaps, 


* 


As papain can cure. WA. 
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39 
Wax. Elizabeth! 
Enwe- 


Nay ſtart not, I have cauſe 
To wonder moſt 


J little thought indeed 


3 


When Warwick told me I might learn to love, 
He was himſelf ſo able to infiruct me: 


War, 


War. 


Epw. How know you that? but be it as it _—_ 
I had a right, nor will J tamely yield 
My claim to happine ſs, the privilege, 
To chuſe the part ner of my throne and bed: 
At f is a branch of my prerogative. 5 
Wax. Prerogative! what's that? the boaſt of tyrants, 


A. borrow'd jewel, Elie ering in the crown 
£4 


But I've diſcover'd all. 


Buy heav'n, tis ble! 


And ſo have I; 


Too well I know thy breach of. friendſhip there; 
Thy fruitleſs baſe endeavours to ſupplant me: 
Ew. I ſcorn it, Sir:---Elizabeth hath charm 
And I have equal leave with you't ' admire them; . 
Nor ſee 1 ought ſo god-like 3 in the form, 
So all-commanding in the name of Warwick, 
That he alone ſnou'd revel in the charms: - 
Of beauty, and monopolize 8 
»Fknew not of your love. | 


You knew it all, and meanly took occaſion, | 
Whilſt I was buſy'd in the nobleſt office 
Your grace thought fit to honor me withall ; 
To tamper with a weak unguarded woman, 
To bribe her paſſions high, and baſely ſteal 
* A treaſure which your kingdom could not purchaſe, 


. 


With 
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_ With ſpecious luſtre, lent but to betray ;- 
You had it, Sir, and holdit---from-the peogle.. - 

Enw. Therefore do I prize it; I would guard 
Their liberties, and they ſhall ſtrengthen mine 4 
But when proud faction and her rebel crew 
Inſult their ſov'teign, trample on. his. laws, 

And bid defiance to his pow'r; the people 
In juſtice to themſelves, will then defend 
His cauſe, and vindicate the rights they gave. 

WAR. Go to your darling people then: for ſoon | 
If 1 miſtake not, *twill be needful ; try 
Their boaſted zeal, and ſee if one of them 
Will dare to nnen your een, 

If I forbid them. 

Epw. 1 is ſo, my Lord? 
Then mark my words: I've been your flaye too mack 
And you have ruPd me with a rod of iron; 

But henceforth know, proud peer, I am thy maſters . a 
And will be ſo: the king, who delegates 
His pow'r to other's hands, hut ill aa 
The crown he wears. 

Wax. Look well hen 60 your ern; 
It fits. but looſely on your head, for know, © A 
The man who injur'd Warwick never paſs d 
Unpuniſh'd yet. | 5 

Epw. Nor he who threatn'd Edward- 
You may repent it, Sir, - -my guards S e 8 
This traitor, and convey him to the tow”! EG: 
There let him learn obedience. = 
[Guards enter ſeize Warwick, and 


endeavaur to diſarm him. 5 
Wax. 
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WaR. Slaves, ſtand off: 
If I mutt yield my ſword, I'll give it him 


' Whom it ſo long hath ſery'd ; there's not a part 


In this old faithful ſteel, that is not ſtain d 
With. Engliſh blood in grateful Edward's cauſe; 7 
Give me my chains, they are the bands of tnendſhip, 
Of the king's friendſhip, for his ſake awhile. 
I' wear them. 5 
Epw.. Hence away with him. 
WAR. "Tis well: 
Exert your pow'r, it may not laſt you long ; 
For know, tho Edward may forget his friend, 
That Gone will not---now, Sir, I attend you. 
Exit Warwick. 
Evw. PioGimgluous rebel---ha 1---who's here 
Enter MEssEN GER. 
Mess. My liege, 
Queen Margaret with the prince her ſon are filed! 
In a few hours ſhe bopes, for ſo we learn, 
From thoſe who have purſued her, to be join d 
© By th' Earl of Warwick, in his name it ſeems . 
She has already rais'd three thouſand men, 


Epw. Warwick in 7 with her! O heav'n, tis 


well. 
We've ctuſh'd the Apen e ere his poiſon ſpread ' 
Throughout our kingdom---guard the palace gates, 
Keen double watch ; ſummon my troops ee 


Where is my brother Clarence, Buckingham 
4 p e we N check * — rebellion. 
NO TIE | „ I Enter 4 
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Enter Serrolxk. 
Surr. My 1 liege, the INS of Clarence--- 
Epw-. What of him 
Surr. Hath left the court; his moment I beheld him 
| In conference deep with Pembroke, who it ſeems. 
Is Margret's firmeſt friend: "tis „ both 
Will join the Queen. | 
Epw. Well: tis no matter; 11 
Have deeper cauſe for grief; he cannot feel 
A brother's falſhood, who has loſt a friend, 
A friend like War wick, Suffolk, thou behold' l me 
Betray d, deſertod by the man J lov'd, 
Treated with cold diſdain by her 
Whom I ador'd, forſaken by her brother, 
And threaten'd by the ſubjects I protect, 
Oppreſs'd on every fide ; but, thou ſhalt ey 
J have a ſoul ſupenor to misfortunes. 
Tho rebel Clarence wrings my tortur d heart, 
And faithleſs Warwick braves me, we will yet 


Mai atain our right me om my Friend, thou know'Rt, . | 


4 


Without his boaſted aid, 1 could, have gain'd 
S The crown; — bim now 1 in preſetve . 
| wm ITE xe: 
The D ES TRES'S 5 M. O. T HE R. 

- Aer, V. Scans: IV. e OM 

Onurexs. An L awake l nubere am 1! enden 
Be not too raſh.. Was that Hermione? 
Why mould her anger thunder againſt me ? 


Was not that blood ſhed all by her command ?-== — 


1 am indeed a moſt outrageous monſter { 


e 
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Seutin, murderer, a baſe aſſuſſin! 
And all to pleaſe a falſe, e woman. 
Henoeforward let the laws of nations ceaſe: 
And let the pale that ſevers ri ght and wrong, 
| Things facred and profane, be broken down; 
| - Gods in'their temples, kings upon their * 
. Are not in fafety, while Oreſtes lives. 
| Oh, never more ſhall mytorn mind be * g 
Nor taſte the comforts of repoſe! 
A dreadful band of gloomy cares ſurround me, 
And wo e my. n wo. 


8 CE NE v. 
ours res, PrLADEs, attended by Greeks, - 


| tay... | 


Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to ſecure our flight. 
We muſt be ſpeedy, Sir. 

5 \ + Ques7. Nou may depart. 

My friends Hermione and Sad e, | 
Her eruelty hus quite undone. me !. Go, 
And leave me to myſelf.—L Il find her out. 


Aae queen She gives the alarm, Wy 
And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrchus 33 


N. -Haſte, prince ; let us be gone; tis death to + 


PL. Alas, unhappy princeſs !--She's. no ND. 


. mgm her, Sir, and ſave yourſelf with; us. 


„ no more; O all | ye nenen, 10 
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Pye. F ull of diſorder, wildneſs in her looks, 
With hands expanded, and diſheveled hair, 
Breathleſs and pale, with ſhrieks ſne ſought the temple ; 
In the mid-way: ſhe met the:corps of Pyrrhus: 
She ſtarted at the ſight.; then, ſtiff with horror, 
Gaz d frightfully! Waken'd from the. dire amaze, 
She rais'd her eyes to heaven with ſuch a look, 
As ſpoke her ſorrows, and reproach'd the gods: 
Then plung'd a poignard deep within her breaſt, . 
And fell. on Pyrrhus, graiping him in death. 

Oxxs r. TLthank you gods, -Inever could expect 
To be fo wretched !---you have been induſtrious. 
To finiſh your decrees; to make Oreſtes 
A dreadful-inſtance of your power to puniſh ; , 

Iam fingled out to bear the wrath-of Heaven. | „ 
Pu. You hazard your retreat by theſe delays... 
The guards will ſoon beſet us. FINE i. _ 
Are vain, and may be fatal. Ach 
Ons r. True, my friend: ee 

And therefore 'twas I thanks 1 the bounteous gods, 
My fate's accompliſt'd.---I ſhall die content. 
O blow me hence ;---blow, winds! Wer le 

PL. Let us begone. 5 | 

OxEesT. The ee "ab n. wait me-—hark, vey; 
* call 
Nay, if your blood ſtill aki Pu ming mie 
One Tomb will hold us all. oh 4 104 

Pyr. Alas ! I fear e eee b avs, 
His 3 will return with kis dau. 


* 


. 
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4s 
SOnxsr. Tam dizay !---Clouds !---Qgite loſt in ver 
daarkneſs! wh; 
Guide me, ſome friendly pilot; through Pay avg 
I ſhiver !. Oh! I freeze---So :---light returns; 
'Tis the grey damn See, Pylades ! behold ! = 
I am encompaſſed with a ſea of blood! | 
The erimſon billows !---Oh !' my-brain's on fire! 
Pyz.. How is it, Sir? repoſe yourſelf on me. 
Oaks r. Pyrrhus, ſtand off! What oulſt mou 
How he glares !: | 
What envious hand has: cloſed thy wounds Davie? 
| thee; 
It is Hermione. tharſhikes.—Canfufion 1” 
She catches Pyrrhus in her arms,---Oh, ſave me! 
How terrible the looks !---She knits her brow ! 
| She frowns me dead: ſhe frowns me into madneſs ! 
Where am 17 Who are you f | = 
PYyL, Alas, poor prince! 
Help to ſupport him.---How. he pants for breath ! 
Ons r. This is moſt kind, my Pylades-+-Oh, why, 
Why was I born togive thee endleſs trouble? | 
Pyr. All will go well: He ſettles into reaſon. 
Oxks r. Who talks of reaſon ?, better to ufd pond 
Than not enough,---Run, ſome. one, tell my. Greeks, 
J will not have them touch the king No- Now! 7 
I blaze again !---Sce- there---Look where they come 1 
A ſhoal of furies, How they ſwarm about me !+ . 
My terror-+-Hide me- Oh their ſnakey, locks! 
Hark how they hiſs! ſee, ſee their flaming brands 
Now they let drive full at me---How they grin, 
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And shake their iron whips ! I. my ears l- -What yell" 
And fee Hermione !---ſhe ſets them on. ling! 
Thruſt not your ſcorpions thus into my boſom |. 

Oh !---I am flung to death !---diſpatch me ſoon |. 

There take my heart, Hermione l Tear it out 
Disjoint me! kill me !---Oh my tortur d ſoul! 

P ys, Kind heaven reſtore him to his wonted calm! 
Oft have I ſeen him rave : but never thut. 
Quite ſpent | aſſiſt me, friends, to bear him off. 

Our time is ſhort ; ſhould his ſtrong rage return 
"Dwould be beyond our power to force him hence. 
Away, my friends !---] hear the portal open. 7 2 


A New ENGLISH. UPROAR, 


The * (al Burleſquo). to the Favounirz 
Alus in che Opera of AX TAXI AMI. 
Act I. Scens I. 1 
| Enter Mif.Bazwr and Sig. TzvpV O. 
ee e ee : 
Inſtead of a ſilence hat noiſe is here? 
Methinks the audience are mighty queer. 
Tx. I wilt away, to quell thoſe: ed | 
Adieu, I'lt ſend a file of muſqueteers, 
Miss. Bx. Yet flay Tenducci---for perbas 
0 f Such force, inſtead of quelling them, | 
: May make them worſe; 
DET TIN O. 


Dear Aurora prithee ſtay, 

> Peay Fitzgiggo let us play, 
Or uictly awa 98 +1 
X go quietly” J >. 3: © omni. 


['# 1 5 
bia how much we wigs * 


© fs 


Enter Mr, Bx Aub in hurry, Recitativo. 
Ha ! hat the devil can they mean by this? 
Something is ſurely very much amißß; 


Shall I, ſhall I, who is your chief commander, 
Be hiſs d at thb, by every gooſe or gander ? 


AIR by Miſs Baenr to Mr, neee! q ng 
(In infancy our hopes and fears) ; 
To mitigatè our hopes and fears, 


Submit and pleaſe the town, 7 
gr: throw the ſeats about our car, 1 


| | Fo 90 . e 
To clear him then from this Offence, - 
The ſcenes and ſconces ſpare; - 

Conſider but bis great expence, 
, And oh, how (mall his ſhare! 


nnd Chonvs by the pix. 
Les, or no yes, or no. 
Recitative, Mr. Bx Axp. 
I pray now. gentlemen but grant this favour, 
11 always have perform'd my beſt endeavour, = 
- To pleaſe your different taſte and diſpoſition, = 
Nor wink me gullty of an im e 
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FW” AIR; Mr Brann 
(Let not rage thy Boſom firing) 
Let not rage this houſe ſet fire on, 
Pity, though you diſapprove, 
Sure your hearts are hard as iron, 
When an opera. cannot move: 4 
Sec your fav'rite Brent a fainting 
See Tenducei ſtiff appear, 
Save each gentle boſom panting, , 
Diſſi pate their tender fears, 
5 Leaſe: Fitzgiggo, ceaſe enquiring, 
Into managetio arts, ö 
Sit as ye were wont admiring, | 
| How we all perform our paſts: 
_ .Ceaſe ye bucks to make ariot, 
Let no dreadful inoife.be- heard 
Pritheę let us be at quite, | 5 
Nor diſtreſs your Johnny Beard, 


Recitativo' from the Pit. 


Anſwer the queſtion--avil ye, yes or no. 
CEdorus by tho Whole Houſe, 


Ves or no- - yes or no 
Tes or no---yes or no. 


8 Recitativo, Mr. BAA. 


It is not in my power to ſay either, 
But this I ſay, I've got as good a band, 
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We'll fay no more - ſay then before you go! 


' the truth, I'll tell you all together, 


| (I flatter me) as any in che land. _ Omne 


1 49 J 
O MN E s. | 
Off, off, Sir, at once inform the town, 
Or elſe your houſe, your pride or price muſt 
down, rt ny 
Mr. B. There never was an opera before 
| At common price, and ſo-Pll ſay no more. 
5 Exit in a paſſion, 
Tux. Ah, me, Miſs Brent, what muſt we do, 
BREN r. I cannot tell, feet ſignor, what ſay you. 


AIR, Sig. 'Trxpvccr. 
| (If o'er the cruel tyrant love.) 
If &er ſuch cruel trants reign'd, 
At Operas before, 
Pray what would eunuchs have gain'd, 
By bravo and encore ? 
Forbear to fan this raging flame, 
Which Fitzgig did create, 
Nor never let your rage ſupplant, 
Or fix theatric fate. 
Then ceaſe to tear the boxes down, | 7 
And terrify each heart, 
For O I find the town inclin'd, 
Ts. take Fitzgigo's part. 
Recitativo by the upper Gallery . 
Begin the duſt and let the benches fly, 
This treatment, gentlemen, is all my eye. 
" Middle 
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'L 90 7] 
| Middle Gallery. 
Why Johnny Beard; Jack Beard, why don't you 
come ? 
Begin, begin, tis plain *tis all a hum, 
Miſs Bx, Sig. Tenducci, we had beſt retire, 
Ter. We muſt, or all the fat will be in the fire. 
. Miſs BR. Hark! the ſeats and boxes begin to chatter, 
| The windows jingle, and the ſconces clatter ; 
They come, they come, Fitzgigo leads them 


on, 
Sig, Tenducci let us now begone; 


Then haſte, ye dancers, fingers do not ſtay, 
And well dreſo'd fidlers prithee ſneak away. 


Chorus by the Pit. 
(For a father he loſt, when he murder'd the king) 


Then ſince Beard comes no more, let's to work in a trice 
For our favour he loſt when he rais'd the full price. 


Grand Babel building Chorus, by the whole houſe of 


Hycks, bloods, &c.- elattering, clakang, ne, tear- 
ing, rending, &c. &c, 


TRUE BLUE: o, re s Ane 
| SCENT « VILLAGE. | 


Txvz-Brur and Nancy diſcovered. 
| Txvs-BLus, 

To be gazing on thoſe charms, 
To be folded in thoſe arms; 

'To unite my lips with thoſe, 

Whence eternal ſweetneſs flows; 


T0 


— 


% 


111 
To be lov'd by one fo fair. 
Is to be bleſt beyond compare. 
Naxcy. On my deareſt to recline 
While his hand is lock'd in mine; | 
In thoſe eyes myſelf to view, {1 
_ Gazing ſtill and ſtill on you: 1 
In thy arms while thus Pm bleſt, — 
Of every joy I am poſſeſe'd. { 
[Both repeat In thy arme, &c. | | 
While they are embracing, the LIEUTENANxT enters 
with his gang, and preſſes him. 
RECI TAE LY he 


Zir, you mult learn another ſong to ling ; 
Come, come along with me, and ſerve the king. 
„ | 
Nancy [kneeling] * | = 
Oh! where will you hurry my deareſt, . 
Say, ſay, to what clime, or what ſhore ? 7 
You tear him from me the ſincereſt 
That ever lov'd mortal before. 
Oh! cruel ! heard-hearted to preſs him, 
And force the fond ſwain from my arms, . 
Reſtore him that I may careſs him, 
And ſhield him from future alarms. - 


The LizvrenaNnT puſhing her away, ſte riſea. 
In vain you inſult and deride me, 
And make but a ſcoff of my woes; 
You ne'er from my dear ſhall divide me, 
I'II follow wherever he goes, 


T3 Think 


e 
Think not of the mercileſs ocean 
My ſoul any terror can have; 
For as ſoon as the ſhip makes its motion, 
So ſoon ſhall the ſea be my grave. 
A I X. 
LIEVr. Honor calls, he muſt obey, 
Love to glory muſt give may: 
With heart prepar'd, each Britiſh tar 
Pants, by turns, for love and war. 
Plead no more, but let him go, 
Bid him brave his country's foe. 
Triumphant after all his toils, 
He ſhall return with warlike ſpoils. 
A I R. Dialogue. | 
Nancy. And can'ſt thou leave thy Nancy, 
And quit thy native ſhore ? 
It comes into my fancy, 
I n&er ſhall ſee thee more. 
Tzu. Yes, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
To plough the boiſterous main ; 
Let fear ne'er fill thy fancy, 
For we ſhall meet again. 
Nancy. Amidſt the foaming billows, 
Where thundering cannons roar, 
You'll think on theſe green willows, 
And wiſh your ſelf on ſhore. 
'Tzve. Nor fire nor ſword appall me, 
When glory points the way ; 
Great George and England call me, 
And I with joy obey, 


NANCY» | 
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Nancy, May guardian gods _ chez, 
From water, fire, or ſteel; 
And may no fears affect thee, 
Like thoſe which now I feel. 
 'Txvs. I leave to heav'n's protection 
My life, my only dear; 
You have my ſoul's affection. 
So {till conclude me here. 
Nancy, I leave to heav'n's protection, 
My life, my only dear; 
So fond is my affection. . 
That ſtill I wiſh you here. 


Whilſt they are embracing, Nancy's father comes Ma : 


hind and pulls her from him. 
Cane. Daughter, you're too young to marry, 
*Tis too ſoon to be a wife; 
Yet a little longer tarry, , 
Fer you know the cares of life. 
Wedlock is a fickle ſtation, . 

Sometimes ſweetneſs, ſometimes ſtrife 37 
Oh! how great the alteration, 

Twixt the maiden and the wifſe. £5 6 
Love and courtſhip are but ſtupid 
Glory has ſuperior charms : 

Mars ſhould triumph over Cupid, ,, 

When Britannia calls to arms. 

As for you, Sir, da your duty, 
O! where I but youug again, 
I'd not dangle after beauty, 
But 8⁰ play my part with Spain. 
* 


Alx; 
* 
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Ligur. Now away my brave boy's hoiſt the flag, 
beat the drum, 
Let our ſtreamers wave over the main : 
When old England call us, we merrily come 
She can't call a ſailor in vain. | 
Already we ſeem an Armada to chace, \ 
Already behold the Galleons ; | 
Undaunted, unconquer'd, look death in the face, 
And return with a load of doubloons. 
Tzvt. Then farewell for a time, lovely ſweethearts, 
dear wives! 
Nancy, fear not the fate of True - blue; 
Tho? we leave you, and merrily venture our lives, 
To our doxics we'll ever be true. | 
With ſpirit we go an Armada to chace, 
With rapture behold the Galleons, 
Vadaunted, unconquer'd, look death in the face, 
And return with a load of doubloons. 
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PROLOGUES and EPILOGUES. 
P fk SED G UB 
By the Hon, Mr. Hzzaer, 


PogT and PLAVER. | 
(The Poet enters with the Farce in his Hand, ) 
Confuſion ! how they've facritis'd-my play; 
Oh what a deal of wit they've clip'd away; 
The miſer himſelf cannot appear more hip'd, 
Should every guinea in his hand be clip'd ! 


* 
* 


þ 
ö 


Oo Oe 


e 

Alus, the offspring of my brain is ſpoil'd, 

"Tis mingled fo, I hardly know my child; 

Couid I but find the wretch who did the deed, 

For every line, a pound of fleſh ſhould bleed. 

[As he is going out, he ſecs the player 
coming in to ſpeak the proloyue, at ' 
which he returns a little frighted, and 
ſpeaks as follows, and retires to the 
back ſcenes unobſerved by the player, 
Porr. Sure this is he---T'll firſt not ſeem to mind him, 

But ſtab the dog, if I can get behind him. 


[Enter player dreſs'd in a very ſhabby _ 
wig, a dirty coat, long beard, &c. 


n Let this auſpicious day, ſpectators all, 
Be deck'd with ſmiles, no piteous tear let fall, 


No mourning, no misfortunes happen now, 


But comic ſcenes ſhall ſmooth the tragic brow. 
Pok r. Let wholeſale poets ever praiſe the day 


That crowns my labours, or brings on my play, 


[ The poet diſcovers himſelf in a paſſion, -. 
at which the player humbles and is 
6 | exceedingly frightened. 1 
Por. Thy play! thou wretch, here kneel, confeſs 
thy theft, 
Or ſtrait to atoms ſhall thy corps 6 cleft, . 
For by the ghoſt of Plautus here I ſwear, . 
Nay more, by that of the renowned Moliere, 
This guilty pamphlet ſhall devulge thy ſhame, 
Declare thy theft, and daſtardiſe thy name, 


* 


1 
See here, how thou, down, down my riſing phlegm, 
Doſt ſteal from me, what I did take from them. 
PrAv. To fteal---to take from---are they not the 
ſame? 
Poet. The ſame, thou wretch, ob, 1 I'm all a flames f 
But will be calm, and for once will deign, 
To thee, the vaſt, vaſt difference to explain; 
To ſteal, to ſteal, fo far you'll own I hope, 
I mean a ſtealing : thou diſerves a rope; 
But to take from it, mark me, don't miſtake, . 
To take from is, what I from them do take, 
That is in ſhort, to take the thought of one, 
Who thought the thoughts I ſhould have thought upons: . 
PLav. Tis very true, and needs no repetition, 
No lawyer can diſpute your definition, 
Pve wrong'd you much, and well deſerve thy curſe, 
Tis manly in thee to abuſe me thus, 
But oh! had I been. bred like thee at ſchool, 
And thou like me, like me had been a fool, 
And now my works voluminous as thine, . 
And here and there preſum'd to take a line, 
Or &en whole ſcenes my heart from age wou'd ceaſegy, 
My hands be loudeſt to applaud the piece. | 
But I've enough to rid me of my pain, 
Tho' not enough my hunger to ſuſtain, | 
I write for bread, yet ſtarving do agree, | 
The firſt night's profits ſhall be kept for thee, . 
Oh me, alas! alas! alas! oh me! | 
[Here the player faints, and the poet runs- - 
to him, and ſpeaks as ſollows. 
PoETa - 


CT 


PotrT. It is too moving, O look up and live, 

Proceed, act on, I pity and forgive. 

Pray. Nothing, I thought, could ſtop my ſoul's ca- 
reer, 7 | | 

Which long e'er this had ſkip'd to yonder ſphere, 

But ſince I hear that tender word, forgive, 

I will not die, fo long as I can live. 

But yet, methinks I'd not be thought a thief, 

The very thought on't thumps my ſoul with grief, 

Por. Forget what's paſt---and let us together go, 
To count the numbers on each crowded row, 
But thou ſhalt have the ſecond night thyſelf, 


I do inſiſt on't, for I love not pelt, 
And mine the third, we'll then the bargain ſtrike : 


In all the reſt we'll ſhare and ſtare alike, 

The hand of juſtice thus ſhall for us carve; 

We'll ſtuff together, or together ſtarve. 
Pray. [Embracing.] IM 
Pokr. Thus on the globe celeſtial we behold, 
PLavy. The egg-born brothers arms in arms enfold, 
Pokr. Thus the birds upon the bird-lime twig, 
PLA. Thus ſticks the waſp upon the ripen'd fig, 
Poet. Thus, thus the ivy doth embrace the oak, 
PLav. Thus hugs the nymph, the ſwain ſhe has be- 

ſpoke. 5 

Pokr. As long may friendſhip's thread together ſtick, 


PLAY. | Thus ever, ever, may we ſtick like pitch, 
Pokr. | Pitch, pitch, pitch, pitch, pitch. 
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'PROLO G UE ſpoken by Mr. Garrick, in the 


Character of a SAILOR» 


- Enter . How pleaſant a failor's life paſſes. 
Well, thou art = bay, a little mellow, 


A ſailor, half - ſeas o'er 's a pretty fellow. 


What cheer ho!---do I carry too much ſail! 

No- tight and trim---I ſcud before the gale ;.. 

But ſoftly tho'---the veſſel ſeems .to heel. 
Steady my boy,---ſhe muſt not ſhew her keel : 

And now, thus ballaited, what courſe to ſteer ; . 
Shall I to ſea again, and bang Mounſieur? 

Or ſhall I ſlay at home, and toy with Sall and Sue * 
Doſt love em boy? by this right hand I do; 
A well rigg'd girl, is ſurely moſt 3 inviting, 


There O . better, faith; ſave rd and fighting. ., 


— Tm uſt aw by 5 mut * 


What hall 5 we ſons of beef and freedom ſtoop, , 
Or low'r our flags to flavery and ſoup. : 


What ſhall the parley-vous make ſuch a racket ? 
And I notlend a hand to lace their jacket : 

Still ſhall old England be your Frenchman's butt 
Whene'er he ſhuffles, we ſhould always cut: 


I'll to them faith---avaſt---before I go---] 


Have I not promis'd Sall to ſee the ſhow ; 

[Pulls out a play bill. 

From this ſame paper we ſhall underſtand, . | 

What work's to night--- I read the printed hand; 
Firſt let's refreſh a bit---for faith I need it--- 

11 take one 3 then Vil read ĩt-— 

[takes ſome tobacco. ok 


T9 13 


He reads the play bill of Zara, which was preſented 
that evening, 


At the the-atre-royal-Drury-lane will be preſen-tate-ed 
a tragedy called Saralr--- 


Her name-ſake*@agedy---and as for me, 
1 ſhall ſleep as found as if I was at ſea. 


I'm glad *tis Sarahz4-now our Sall ſhall fee, 5 


[Reads] To which will be added a new maſque 


Zounds! why a maſque ? we failors hate grimaces, 
Above- board all; we ſcorn to hide our faces; 
But what 1s here fo very large and plain? 

. Bri-tan-nia---ah, Britannia, good again. 

Huzza, boys ! by the Royal George, I ſwear, 

Tom Coxen and the crew ſhall ſtrait be there; 

All free-born ſouls muſt take Britannia's part, 
ert {ive three loud cheers with hand and heart 


[Going off.-he ſtops. 


I with you alin tho? „ would leave your tricks 
Voũr factious parties and d---n'd politicks 

And like us honeſt tars, fight, dance and fing, 
True to yourſelves, your Country and your king. 


PROLOGVE written and ſpoken by Mr. Set 


A moment ſtop your tuneful fingers, pray, 
While here as uſual, I my duty pay, 
Don't frown, my friends, [to the band ]- you ſoon ſhall 
melt again; 
But if not there, is felt each dying ſtrain; 
Poor I ſhall ſpeak, and, you will * in vain: 
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To ſee me now, you think the ſtrangeſt thing; 
For like friend Benedict, I cannot ling ; 
Yet in the prologue cry but you Corragio, 
I'Il ſpeak you both a Jig, and an Adagio. 
A Perſian King, as Perſian tales relate, 
Oft went diſguis'd, to hear the people prate ; 
So curious I, ſometimes ſteal out incog, 
To hear what critic's croak, of me---King Log. 
Three nights ago I heard a tete a tete, | 
Which fix'd at once our Engliſh Opera's fate ; 
One was a youth born here, but fluſh from Rome, 
The other, born abroad, but here his home ; 
And firit the. Englith Foreigner began, 
Who thus addreſs'd the foreign Engliſhman. 
An Engliſh Opera! tis not to be born! = 
I both my country and their muſic ſcorn ! ö 
Oh, d- -n their Ally Croker's and their . horn. 
Signior Si-bat ſons---worſe recitativo, 
II tutto e beſtiale e cativo. 
This ſaid, I made my exit, full of terrors, 
And now aſk mercy for the following errors; 
Excuſe me firſt for fooliſhly ſuppoting, 
Your countryman could pleaſe us in compoſing , 
An opera too, play'd by an Engliſh band! 
| Wrote in a language which you underſtand ! 
I dare not ſay who wrote it---I could tell ye, 
To ſoften matters---Signior Shakeſpearelli ; | 
This aukwar'd drama (J confeſs the offence) 


Is guilty too of poetry and ſenſe ! | 
ES > mat 
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1 So low, ſo un- like an opera- but excuſe it, 
We'll mend th at fault whenever you ſhall chuſe it. 


| And ths the price we tele en all abuſe it, 2555 


Which turns the Whole performance to a jeſt, 
Our fingers are all well, and all will do their beſt. 
But why ſhould this raſh fool; this Engliſhman ? 
_- Attempt an Opera l- dis the ſtrangeſt plan! 
Struck with the wonders, of his maſter's art, 
Whoſe ſacred drama ſhake and melt the heart! | 
|' Whoſe heav'n-born ſtrains, the coldeſt breaſt inſpire, 
"Whoſe chorus thunder ſets the ſoul on fire | 
Inflam'd, aſtoniſh'd, at thoſe magic airs ; 
When Sampſon groans, and fraxtlc Saul deſpairs ; ; 
The pupil wrote---the work is now before ye, 
And waits your ſtamp of infamy or glory; 
Yet Cer his errors and his faults are knowy, 
Ve ſay thoſe faults, thoſe errors are his own; 
Af through the clouds appear ſome glimmering rays, 
nh: Ty" re 7 he _ from his great maſter's blaze, 


Our laſt miſchance, and worſe: than all the reſt _ 8 | 


Mr. FOOT”: Addreſs to the PUBLIC, 
Alter the Proſecution againſt him for a Libel, 


. Huſh ! let me ſearch, before J you aloud--- 
Js no informer ſeulking i in the croud, 
With art laconic, noting all that's ſaid, 
Malice at heart, indictments in his head, 
Prepar'd to levy all the legal war, 
And rouſe the clamourous legions of the bar: 
> . Is there none ſuch b not one--+then entre nu, 4 


- . by 9 * . ; ; 
: - * * © 
i * 8 2 L . | 
: ; 805 * 
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I will a tale unfold, tho! firange, yet true, 

The application muſt be made by you, 

At Athens, once fair queen of arms and arts, 
There dwelt a citizen of moderate parts, 
Preciſe his manner, and demure his looks, 

His mind unletter'd, tho? he dealt in books, 
Amorous, tho old: tho? dull, lov'd rapartee, 
And penn'da. paragraph moſt daintily ! 

He aim'd at purity in all he faid, 9 


And never omitted eth or ed, 
I'm, bath, and doth, was rarely known to tails 


Himſelf the hero of each little tale, 


With wits and lordsthis man was much . 


And once, it has been faid, was near Deng knighted 
One Ariſtophanes, a wicked wit, 
Who never heeded grace, in whate'er he writ, 


_ Had mark'd the manner of this Grecian ſage, 


And thinking him a ſubject for the ſtage, 


Had from the lumber cull'd with curious care, 


His voice, his looks, his geſture, gait and air, 
His affectation, conſequence and mein, 
And boldly launch'd him on the comic ſcene, 


Loud peals of plaudits thro” the circle ran, 


And felt the ſatire, for all kney the man. 
Then Peter---Peros was his claſſic name, 
Fearing the loſs of dignity and fame, 

To a grave lawyer in a hurry flies, 


| Op his purſe, and begs his beſt advice, | 
© For fee ſecui'd, the lawyer ſtrokes his hand, 


Ihe caſe you put I fully underſtand, 


— 


wy, © 


The odious ſecret of the letter kept, . 


All parties might have happily been itated, 


The pomp of vice may glare in vulgar eyes, 


| 0231/7 $ 
The thing is plain, from Coke's reports, 
For rules of poetry an't rules of courts, _ 
A libel this---Pll make the Mummer know it, 
A Grecian conitable took up the poet, 
Reſtrain'd the ſallies of the laughing muſe, 
Call'd harmleſs humour, ſcandalous abuſe, 
The bard appeal'd from this ſevere decree, 
Th' indulgent public ſet the pris'ner free, 
Greece was to him, what Dublin is to me. 


Spoken by Cc A LIET A... 2 


Well, ſure our faithful might have bedded:; . 
The faſtionable belle her beau had wedded; 


He might ia dull ſecurity have ſlept, 
And had Horatio's ill tim'd zeal dbated, 


Spouſe might with female friend abroad have met, 


ö Whilit madam and her ſpark were tete-a-tete ; | 


But train'd in virtue's ſchool from youth, 7 7 


Warm in the cauſe of innocence and truts, 
Deaf to conveniencies and well bred rules 


With vengeance arm'd, the ſcourge of knaves and fools, 
Our poet with a juſter thought deſtroys, _ 
The gay and fair, condemn d for guilty joys. 


But ſoon the wounded heart returns and fighs, 
V hilit coaſcious innocence ſerenely gay, 
Balks in the ſunſhineof her ſummer's day, 
Makes, enn object to freſh joys give birth, 3 A 
G 2 d | 3 


n 
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At night comes home and finds a heaven on earth; 
Heedleſs in youth, too cautious. grown 1n age, 
Me both alike im prudently engage, 
Would you to marriage, happineſs af ign, 
Hearts muſt as well as hands together join. | „ 


BUCK s have at ye All. „„ 
Ve ſocial friends of claret and of wit, . 
Where'er difpers'd, in merry groupes ye fit, | : 
Whether below ye gild the glittering ſcene, 
Or in the upper regions oft have been; 
Ye bucks aſſembled at your Ranger's call, 
Damme, I know ye,---and have at ye all. 
The motive here that ſets our bucks on ſire, 
The gen'rous wiſh, the firſt and laſt deſire, 

If you with plaudit's, echo to renown, 43 LA | 
Or urg'd with fury, tear the benches down, £5 
"Tis ſtill. the ſame---to one bright goal ye haſte, $. 

Toſhew your judgment, and approve your taſte, 

Tis not in nature for ye to be quiet, 

No, damme, bucks exiſt but in a riot. | wb " 

For inſtance, now---to pleaſe the mo _ chris the 
<., mdmiruig croud,” 7. 

Ye bucks o'the boxes ſneer and talk alu; : 1 

To the green box next, with joyous ſpeed you run, 4 

Hilly ! ho, ho, my bucks! well damn it, what's the fun? | 

'Tho' Shakeſpearſpeaks---regardleſs of the play, 

Ve laugh and loll the ſprightly hours away; 

For to ſeem ſenſible of real merit, | 

Oh, damme, it's low, it's vulgar---beneath us lads of 

ſpirit 2 Lou 


* * i es. 


Nay, pray don't grin! but liſten to your charge, 
| You, who deſign to change this ſcene of railery, 


1 „ 
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Your bucks o'the pit, are miracles of learning, | 
Who point out faults to ſhew their own diſcerning, 
And critic like beſtriding martyr'd ſenſe, 
Proclaim their genius and vaſt conſequence z 


The ſide long row, whoſe keener views of bliſs, 
Are chiefly center'd in one fav'rite miſs ; 


A ſet of jovial bucks who here reſort, 


Fluſh from the tavern, reeling ripe for ſport, * 
Wak'd from their dream, oft join the general roar, 


With bravo, bravo, braviſſimo, oh! damme, encore, 
0 Ver en that, hehold another row, 
8 


pply'd by citizens or ſmiling beau, 


Addreſſing miſs, whoſe cardinal protection, 


Keeps her quite ſafe from ranc*rous detraction, 


Whoſe lively eyes, beneath a down-drawn hat, 


Gives hint ſhe loves a little---you know what, 
Ye bucks above, who range like gods at large, 


And out- talk players-in the upper gallery, 
Oh there's a youth! and, one, o'ch* ſprightly ſort! 
I don't mean you---damme, you're no aner fort: 


Who flily ſculks to hidden ſtation, | | 
Whilit players follow-their vocation, feat ion, © 
Whilſt off, off, off! noſee---roaft beef, there's edu \. 


Now I've explor'd this mimic world quite through, 


And ſet each country's little fault at view, 


In the right ſenſe receive the well meant jeſt... oe 


And keep the moral ſtill within your breaſt 
Convinced I'd not in heart, or tongue offend, 


Your hangs acquit me, and I've gain'd my end. TI 
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The IRISH WEDDING 


Overrurs of Moreen Giberlain, : 


There was a wedding at Baltimore, 
Where there was a hundred all. but four ſcore, 


And your welcome all of you, welcome, 


Grama Chre, welcome all of you, welcome joy. 
Says he the longer I'm here; ſure the ſhorter I ſtay, 
Arrah ;; get! into the . and give my horſe hay, 
And your, &c. 
There came to the . Patrick and Dormond, Aer 
| mothyCroneen, . _ 
With their wives all behind them, Spins on their: 
little, ſtogeens. GT | 
| And your, .&c N 
There came wen and Drury, Oh'o! 1 | Charannen 
a 
"They were likewiſe Aa galloping on abeir . 


And your, &c. 


Now they arciv'd at. the houſe: where the Ss 
was to be held, and little Patrick, O'Carroll, being the 
nimbleſt footed in the houſe, was immediately ſent for 
lame Will. Hurley the Jews-harp player, and old blind * 
John the Piper to entertain, them with muſic, for the 
reſt of the-day.; and while che bride was d reſſing her- 
jelf up ſtairs in the-loft, lame Will. Hurley, began to 


entertain them with his courtſhip between 15 and 


Sheele Sehaney, of Belling Tewroo: 

8 O N . 
The girls of Kilkenny, ſo buxom and friſky, 4 
Mood aftentimes treat with claret and wikkey, BE 
Cauſe 


1. 


.. — 
* 2 
* 
wg 
Ll 


- 
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For whom, my poor boſom. is all in a flame, Sir. 


I tumbl'd down backward right forward before her; 


Aud call. you a fool, all your life ever after. 


We halt at the fign of the griſkin and meadow ; 


0 69-17 ; 


"Cauſe why? I could dance, ſing and caper ſo gayly' « . W 
And my heart was as light as the heart of Shallaley. 
But Cupid, that blinker, that arch miſchief· maker, e 
For Rugedy Mudge, caus'd my bowels to quake, Sir, 
Olt's! Rugedy Mudge; was the dear creature's name, 


But oh! when I came to addreſs and adore her, 
But when you are dead, they treat you with laughter, 


Now the bride being dreſs'd; all with her ſhame face, 

With her red jacket and petticoat bound round with n 

given lac® 3 

y And your, &6, . Des” 4 

Now dinner — laid, then to it they fell, Wen. 

mur. lays paddy, but I like your wil well. 

And your, 860. 2 2 

Here was 1 butter, and then falt fiſh tor the men, 

And as to madam _—_ hey boik'd' her an old: ken. 

| And your, & c. 

Now a nner 5 over they all fell a daneinſg, 

And they ſent little Patrick O'Carrol to ſet the church 

bells a ringing 5 

| Aud eng Kc. CE 

Oh! wy. dear, ſays blind John, let me entertain ou A : 

with a funeral ſermon that was ſung at "wy great grand- . 
mothers wedding. 

e 0 

As my true love and I was a a together, 3 


e 
Ob, hore we danc'd Laſtrum- poney for ever, 
And after * whack, for the other brawn meddor, 
| Sing fal, lil, li a. 
The piper came in, n they all fell a dancing, 
r ould make your fides ſplit to ee ow caper and 
; r 


Some danc'd Shelanagig, others land upon adn. 
And Patrick M*Manus, he th--tin his breeches. * 


Sing fal, &e. | 
004 Patrick O'Carrol, call'd them all ſons of b. | | 
| And Donald M' Manus ſtruck Teague with his crutches, 1 
Oh, the ſcabs on his ſhins was like a raſker of bacon, ; 
And the we that came from was like yellow treacle. 
Sig al; bee. 
As I was a going by the parliament houſe, 5 
I ay an old woman a cracking a louſe, 1 | | 
1 nimbly ſtept to her, und aſk'd her what's them ? bis 1 
Tour arts: d----l, mods re Br INE men. | 
- ws, > | Sing fal, &. 
As the as * woman was roaſting a whiteing, 
She run away from the ftink of the ſauce, 
And as ſhe was running down fhe did tumble, 
7 "IM went her e and ſhew'd her old a: 
1 . - Sing fal, &c. 
And when they came to pull of the bride's clothes, 
Oh they could not come ; nigh for the ſtink of her toes. 
And your, &e. 5 | 
| Now the bidde W undreſꝰd and going to bed, N Þ 
Sure oo of with her ſmock. and laid it under her head. T 
TY ER Aud eral t 


— 


14 
| 


„, ron 
Now the bride being undreſs'd TY laid on her back, 


Poor Ply he mounted, and made her c---t crack. 


+> | ; And your, &. 
The SIDE CAPER. 


And my aunt Mahony hall come to the feaſt, _ 
Where potatoes and mutton for ſauce, ſhall be drefs'd ; 
Rack punch, made of wiskey, in bumpers ſhall flow, 
And all my telutions ſhall come to the „ 

5p flew, I ws; 


10 An IRISH 3ON G. 
is Chreeſt and Saint Daick 3 going home late laſt | 
„ W 
About two i' the morning, I was 81 in a fright; 
Comes a dog in a doublet, ſtrip'di in his ſhirt, - 
And throws down poor Teague, quite clean in the drt. 


Then firing his piſtol direct in my face, 


# - 


Stand ſtill you d----d dog, or your dead on the FEE: 3 f | 


De'l take you for me, for this favour and graiſh, 
F or ne er was poor Teague in more forrowful caſe. 


Confounded and ſpeechleſs, bold as hero-I ery'd _ 
Your rogue-ſhip will one day at Tyburn be try'd,., 


Then threaten'd, he civily cry'd my dear honey, 
P11 not hurt thee at all, but preſent me your money, , 


wry * 


ES 5 


If Teague catch you igain at ſuch. vile tricks as theſe, 
He will fivear, joy, upon you his Majeſty's peaſh. 


My money, dear joy, tis Teague's ſoul, he's undone; + - 
Well, een take 1 It all, for by Chreeſt 1 — none. 


—— 3 Ml a "AF. ; 
9 ; : * 
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2 favourite drinking Song. 


Whilſt p m carouſing to cheer up my foul; : 
0 how I triumph to fee a full bowl, 
Whilſt I'm carouſing, to . cheer up my ſoul, 
| O howzT triumph to-ſee: a ful! bowl. 
This is the pleaſure, the only treaſure, . 
The only treaſure, the bleſſing that makes me rejoices. 
Thus while Pm drinking, and free from dull thinking, , 
Then 12 am greater than the greateſt ling, 


* 
- « 


pats 3 2.32, Woman. for Mare 


Wine, wine, we allo\v the- briſk fountain of wirt, | 
It frights away care, and gives jollity birth, © 5 - 
Yet while we thus greedily great Bacchus approve, . 737 
Let's pay the glad tribute to. Venus. and love, 
For do wliat we will, or ſay what we can. 
Who loves not a woman, the wretch is no man. 

: Cho. For do what you will, or ſay what you can, 


- Who loves not a woman; the wretch is no man. "4 
Jo the charms of that ſex let us chearful relign,.. 
Our youth and our vigour they're better than wine, 3 Co 

There's merit I own in a gay ſparkling glaſs, | SQ 


But can it compare with. a lovely kind laſs ? _ 5 - 
No, it cannot compare, you may ſay what you can, 
Who prefers not a woman, the wretch is no man. 
Cho. No it cannot, &c. 5 
Thy enchantments of beauty, what force can repell, 
This powerful magic, the boſom's ſoft ſpell, 
The look ſo endearing, the kind melting „„ 5 


Thy enjoyments of love are all raptures and . 
8 Then 


Like Britain, what nation on carth can they find, 


Like George in his youth, the gay ſpring tide of lite, 


| When Venus the goddeſs of beauty and love, 5 | x . 
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Then who w woman refuſes, reeds nature's bias, : 

He may ſay what he will, but the wretch is no man. 
Cho. Then who woman, &c. 


May ſcandal, misfortune, and direful Kiſhrnve; 
Be the portion of all the effiminate race, 


Whoſe nymphs are ſo fair, ſo inviting and kind, 

Then who woman refuſes, rejects nature's plan, 

May they ſuffer like brutes, nor be pitied ves man. 
Cho. Then who woman, &c. 1+ 


F rom a ſtriking likeneſs my moral ſhall ſpring 
Who'd act like me, let him copy bis king, 


Let every good fellow now take him a wife; 

When by Hymen you're bleſs'd, all ſecurely forthen, 

You'll have nothing to do but to prove nen, men. 
Cho. W hen dy, &c. BEIT 


* 


NOTTINGHAM ALB 


Aroſe from the froth that ſwam ou the ſea, $7708 
Minerva leap'd out from the crannium of Joe, 1 
A coy ſultan ſlut, as moſt authors agree. $2.99 i 
Brave Bacchus, they tell us, the prince of good fellows, 

Was his natural ſon, pray attend to my tale. 
For they who thus chatter, miſtake quite the matter, 1 3 
For he ſprung from a bottle of Nottingham ais... | 4 
Nottingham ale, Nottingham ale, 8 —— 
No liquor on earth 1 is like Nottingham ale, 


N. 


"th 5 7 Y | ; 
And when be had empty'd the aſk whence 15 Prang 5 3 
For wantof good liquor low ſpirited grew, W 
He mounted aſtride, ſet his a---ſe on the bang, 2 5 5 | { 5 
And away to the gods and the goddeſſes fler, ; 1 25 
And when he look d deun, and ſaw the brave town, * 115 
To pay him due honours, nel er likely fo fail, „ 
F He ſwore that on all earth, that the place of we vin, | AN 
8 Was that, and liquor like ene ale. „„ * 6 | 
| EM Cho. N ottingham ale; 8c: 1 KD 3 


Ve biſhops and curates, prieſts, FR and vicars, | 
When once ye have taſted, you'll oπο) it is true, 
That Nottingham ale is the beſt of all liquors, 
And none underſtand tus gad creature like you, 


It expels every vapour, faves pen, ink and 5: 19h ; 
For when you've a mind in the puljst to rail, 


?Twill open your throats, ye may preach without votes, | : 
When inſpir'd with a bumper of e ale, FVV 
Nottingham ale, . | 8 1 
| ve lovers who talk of fires, flames, darts and daggers, - 1 Le 
Wich right Nottingham ale ply your miſtreſſes m_ 
6 The laſs who once taſtes it will fip till ſhe ſtagger 8, ; Ar 
f 8 And all your paſt ſuffering ſhe then Will reward ; | ä 
. "You may turn her, and twiſt her, and do as you li, Sir, 
=”. Engage her bur brifkly, you ſoon will prevail, ; 


I I 2 Fill the glaſs up but often, there's nothing will ſoften 

The heart of a woman like Nottingham 270 5 
Nottingham ale, &c. 3 | 

px "Tp doors who more execution have done, 92 Fan, 

"W ich, 5 > and potion and bolus and W 


4 75 . 


The 3 with halter, and ſoldier wich gun, Ty 
Or miſer with fam ine, or lawyer with quill, * > 
To diſpatch us the quicker, you forbid us malt liquor, | 1 
Till our body's conſum d, and our faces grow pale, ; 
er him mind em who pleaſes,” whit cures all diſeaſes, 

Is a comfortable doſe of good Nottingham ale, 


Nottingham ale, boys, Nottingham ale, 


: No liquor on earth! is like Nottingham ale. 8 
1 The MARRIAGE ACT. | 
Y The fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride, (EY 1 ry 
For riches like fig · leaves their nakedneſs hide; 2231 


But the ſlave that is poor, muſt pine all his 1 
In a batchelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 2 


In good days of yore they ne'er troubled their heads, 
n making of jointures, or ſettling of deeds; * LES 
But Adam and Eve, when they begun their courſe, OY 
They took one another for better for A / 


- # Then prithee dear Chloe ner aim to be great, 


et love be our jointure, ne er mind an eſtate, 


For you neꝰer can be poor, whilſt poſſeſs d of ſuen Io" 
And I ſhall'be ts when Err you oy mga . 


„ * ” 


SONG in  AnTALERKs 5) $1, T 
Water parted from the ſea, LED ee e a a] e 
ö May increaſe the rivex's tide, $ ble 15 £ 4 TE, 
To the bubbling fount may "RY 
Or through fer fertile vallies * Se evo amnroakt 
Me bags Sa | HI | Though 1 
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Though in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
Through the land tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Fanting for its native home · 


LOVE Axp RESOLUTION. 


A New CAN TATA. 
The month was May, the birds began to ſing, 
The valleys laugh, and Flora's beauties ſpring; ; 
 Uproſe the ſun like happy bridegroom gay, 
All nature ſmil'd, to greet the new- born day; 
When Damon drove his fleecy care along, 
. Peace warm'e his heart, content inſpir'd his ſong, 
A IT Reo 

Where'er the cares of buſy life, 

Gloomy thought and inward ſtrife, 
Some at wild ambition aim, g 

Others pant for wealth and fan, 


Or for beauty 1 rave and figh, -- 
Let em do ſo What care I. 


RECITATIVE. 
Cupid, whoſe powers triumph o'er the mind, 


Who ne'er was deaf, though poets paint him blind. 


Attentive heard the ſtoic ſhepherd's ſtrain, 

Reſolv'd to prove philoſophy was vain ; _ 

Juſt had he ſpoke, when Delia ſtruck his Ight r 
Delia like Pallas wiſe, like Venus bright, 

rc gz d! he paus'd! aſtoniſh'd at her charms, 

A . ches confeſs d the force of love's alarms. 


AIR ; 


3 


* 


1 
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Shall has heart which has vow'd to be free, 


, } | Be entangled by beauty at laſt ? 
Ahl! we never the future ſhall ſee, 


"+0 RR — 


Ve gay ſhepherds deride not my flame, 
For I'll conquer its pow'r if I can, 
Quick! ſudden as lightning it came, 
Andalas, I'm no more than man ! 


RECITATIVE, 


We know only the preſent and paſt : . 


j His firaſh was pious, penſive, ſolemn, flow, * 
Ile ſouth'd himſelf, and ſigh'd, it muſt be fo. 
1 ; . ; : | 
| | AIR 
& \ Then he pluck'd up his courage, and ſpoke to his 
j heart, 


To keep ĩt diveſted of ſorrow; 


Ne'er doubt, ſimple thing, but we'll manage our part, 


If we can, we'll be married to-morrow. 


The VICAR and MOSES, 


N At the ſign of the Horſe, 
| Whereold Spin-text of courſe, 
Each night took his pipe and his pot, 
 Ofer ajug of brown nappy, 
Z Quite pleaſant and happy, 
Was plac'd this canonical ſot. 
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Fol de rol, de rol. 
2 The 


TD I 
The evening was dark, 
When in came the clerk, 

With reverence due, and ſubmiſſion, | 
He firſt ſtroak'd his cravat, 
Then twirl'd round his hat, 

And then preſented his petition. 


I'm come, Sir, fays he, 
To beg, look d' ye ſee, 


Of your reverence's worſhip and glory, 


To inter a poor baby, 
With as much ſpeed as may be, 


And I' walk with a lanthorn before 5 


The body we'll bury, 
But pray where's the hurry ? 
wy lord, Sir, the corpſe cannot ſtay, 
Why you fool you may gueſs, 
Since miracles ceaſe - 
A. corpſe, Moſes, can't run away. 
Then Moſes he ſmil'd, 
Saying, a ſmall child, 


Cannot long well delay your intention; 


Why that's true by St, Paul, 
A child that is ſmall, 
Can never enlarge its dimenſion. 
Then Moſes he ſpoke, 
| Sir, *twas twelve the clock firuck,. 
Beſides there's a terrible ſower:- 
Why Moſes you elve, 
If the clock has twelve, 
I am ſure it can never ſtrike more. 


* 


Beſides 


n 


* 
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! 
Beſides my dear friend, 
This leſſon attend, 
Which to ſay or to ſwear, I'd be bold; 
The corps, ſnow or rain, 
Can't endanger, that's plain, 
But perhaps you or I, may catch cold. 


Then Moſes went on, 
Sir, the clock has ſtruck one, 


| I pray maſter look at.the hand, . 


Why it ne'er can ſtrike leſs, , 
It's a folly. to preſs, 


A man for to go that can't ſtand. . 


At length hat and cloak, 

Old Orthodox took, . 
But firſt cram'd his mouth with a quid, 
Fach took off a gill, 

For fear they ſhould chill, 


And they ſtagger d away fide by ſide... 


TIF take it quite kind, 
If inſtead of behind, 
At the grave we may meet both Ls. G 
For uncertain our ſtand, | 
On this clayey land, 
For Moſes tis ſad ſlippery weather. 


When they came to the grave, 0 
The clerk humm'd a ſtave, 


Whilſt the ſurplice was,vrap'd zound the en, , 


When ſo droll was the figure, ; 
Of Moſes and Vicar, 
That the pariſh ſtill 2 os· the jeſt. 


C.7%-R 
Good people let's pray, 
Put the corpſe other way, 

Perhaps it may over me tumble, 

Tis beſt to take carg, 
Tho' the ſages declare, 

That a Mortuum Caput can't t tumble. : 
Woman of man born, | 
No, that's wrong, the leafs torn, 

A man that was born of a woman, 

Is cut down like a flower, 
Can't continue an hour, 

So you ſee, Moſes deach RET no man. 
Good people pray look, 

What a confounded back- 


Why the letters are plac'd upſide down,; 


Such a villainous print, 
Sure the devil is in't, 


That Baſket ſhould print Fob the crowne-. 


Old, Tremendous the vicar, -. 


His words utter'd thicker, 8. my 


Till arriv'd as he muſt, 
At the word duſt to duſt, 1 
He puk'di in the grave beer and wine. — 


Diſorders within, 
Are taxes for ſin, 


You ſee how the righteous are puniſhed, ” 5 


Live modeſt and ſober, 
And Moſes remember, 


FR much of our en has been ad, 


— 


674: 
Here Moſes, you read, 
For I cannot proceed, 
Come bury the corpſe in my ſtead, .. 
Why Moſes, you fool, 


You fool hold your ton gue, | 
For you have taken the tail for the head. 


»Tis true thy ſting, deate, 
Gives the corpſe to the earth, 
Believe me *tis terrible weather, 
So the corps was interr' d, 
Without ſaying a word, 
And home they both ſtagger'd together. 


ANEW SONG. 
Oh, lead me to ſome. peaceful ſhade, . 
Where none but honeſt fellows come; 
Where wives loud clappers never ſound, .. 
But an eternal laugh goes round. 
There let me drown in wine my Pain,, 
And never think of home again; 
What comfort can a huſband have, 
To rule the e where he's a ſlare. 5 


The N A 1A D, a 1 
; RECITATIVE. 


As near a verdant grove young Strephon ſtray d., 
Penſive in thought beneath a verdant ſhade; 1 
A youth of am'rous mould, in happy hour, 4 
He ſpy'd where .nature's ſelf, had torm'd a bow'r, ; 


80 


Near a cool riv'let, ---he reclin'd his head, 
Which grateful woodbines for an arbour ſpead ; 
A thouſand happy ſcenes, at once unite, . | 
To calm reflection and tranſport the ſight ; 
The ſpring with fragrance fill'd the ambroſial air, 
And feather'd ſongſters to the groves repair; 
And while tranſported thus, the ſhepherd ſung, 
The works of nature thus inform'd his tongue. 
| A I EX. 
Gentle Zephyrs, ſilent ſhades, 
Purling ſtream, and cooling ſhades . 
Senſes pleaſing, - 
Pains appeaſing, 
Here the graces beauty bring; 
Here the warbling choriſt's ſing- 
Love inſpiring, . - 
All defiring,.. 
To adorn the infant ſpring... 
| RECITAPFIV E. 
While in this pleaſing poſture Damon lay, 
A nymph appear'd, in negligent. array, 
Her boſom whiter than the new-fall'n ſnow-;- 
Her features regular, ſerene her brow : 
Her robes looſe flowing from her ſlender waiſt, 
Her lilly hand a crook of roſes grac'd ; 
Her hair in ringlets o'er her boſom ſtray, 
Anh as ſhe walk' d, the fair was heard to ſay. 
| . 
GBentle Zephyrs come away, | 
In ſofteſt wiſpering numbers play; 
Round this ſweet, this ſhady grove, 
Sacred to the muſe and love. 
Com 


ib 
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Come let thy ſoft thy balmy breeze, 
Diffuſe its vernal ſweets around, 


From ſprouting flowers and bloſſom'd trees, 
While ecchoing hills and vales reſound. 


With notes that wing'd muſicians ſing, 


In honour to the bloom of ſpring. 
„ 
The youth enamour'd, view d her charming air, 
And thus with extacy addreſs' d the fair. 

AT 6 


Angelic Nymph ! enchantiag maid! + 


With beauty divinely brigbt; 
What friendly power unicen, convey'd 
Thee, to my raviſh'd fight ? 


Art thou, Oh! charmer ſent from heaven, 


To make my bliſs ſecure ; 
Or, is thy beauty only given, 


My fancy to allure. 
RECITATIVE, 


Say, lovely ſtranger of the grove, 


Art thou the beautious queen of love ! 
Or art thou ſome ſweet ſhepherdeſs, 


That doſt frequent this receſs ? 


Reſolve me, bright excellence ! 3 
Nor keep me longer in ſuſpence ! 
He ceas'd, and with an artful ſmile, 
The 5 reply'd, in ſportive guile. 
. 
I am a lady of the grove, - 
A Naiad of immortal Race; 
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E 
This arbour is my green abode, 
| Retire, for facred is this place; 
Mine too this brook, that glides ſerene; 
The brook and it's flowing ſcene. 
Then gentle youth, no longer ſtay, 
But hence unpuniſh'd---haſte away; 
For none but nymphs and. fauns attend me here, 
The nymphs adore me, and the fauns revere. 1 
N E CIT ATI N E. | 
 Amaz'd ! the ſhepherd heard, and proftrate fell, 
Ador'd her as a goddeſs, all compleat; 
When Silvia ſmiling, .own'd the harmleſs cheat. 
' | A RR. 5 | 
Take courage dear ſhepherd and be not afraid, | þ 
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No goddeſs am I, but an. innocent maid, 
That's come in purſuit of a lamb. that is ſtray'd, 
| R. BC. I. T. A. TI V E. | 
She ſpake, and Damon in his eager arms 1 
Seiz d the unreſiſting maid ; 5 = |F 
A ſoft extatic joy their boſom's warms, 
And Cupid leads to the filent ſhade, ; 
„ 
Cupid gentle deity, 
Still triumphant may'ſt thou reign, 
No more Þ ll figh for liberty, 
But joyfull hug the pleaſing chain. 


S REPEL = I: 
| =P Free from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, | 
| b, how bleſt is the miller's life; 7 
| EE --:: = Chcarful 


F 
Chearful working through the day, 
And at night he ſings away; 
 Nought can vex him, nought perplex him, 
While there's griſt to make him gay. 


's | Bright author of my preſent flame, 
| Am I awake, or do I dream? 
What is that angel that I ſee? 
. Come down from heav'n to comfort me 
Or if thou be ſome fury lately made eſcape, 
From hell, to cheat me in this fairer ſhape ; 
Thou like a comet ſeems to be, 
With all thy gaudy train, 
4 | And if thou be that blazing ſtar, 
4 Return again. 
/ | How much ſuperior beauty awes, 
1 - I The coldeſt boſom find, 
Wich what reſiſtleſs force it draws. 
= __ "To love and ſweetneſs join, 
\ | The caſket where to outward ſhew, 
The workman's art is ſeen; | 
Is doubly valued when you know, 
It holds a gem within. 


Through my feature's I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkl'd and old, 
Pull wiſdom I hate and deteſt; 
| Not a wrinkle is here, 
5 | That's furrow'd by care, 
| And my heart is as light as the beſt, 
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When Look on my. boys. 
They renew my paſt joys. 
Myſelf in my children I lee, ED 
The ieomfort I find, 
In this kingdom my mind, 
'Þ Pronounces my kingdom is free. 
in che days I was young, Ob, I capei'd and ſung, 
F The laſſes came flocking apace, 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, I can do ſo no more, 
Why then let my boys take my place: 
Of our pleaſure we crack, for we till love the ſmack, 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; [mine, 


So now let our children begin. 


Ina ſhady bleſt retreat, I've been waiting for my dear, 
Lit Hark 1 hear his welcome ſep, hark, the lovely charm- 
er comes! 


. _ ed hour, 
4 Joy and peace now ſwells gin, love, 1 own thy mighty 
it power. | 
| XS When the head of poor 8 was broke, 
” By Roger that play'd at our wake; 
And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtoke, 
And wept for poor Thomas's ſake ; 
When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 
The liquor was charming and ſtout; 
Oh! theſe were the times to regale, 
BL we footed it rarely about.) 
And we : footed it, &. 
Our 
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Then why ſhould we repine, youꝰv had yours, Pre had 


f Ti the ſrveet bewitching ſwain, true to love's appoint· 
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Our partn'ers were buxom as does, 


We all were as happy as kings ; 
The lads in all their fine clathes,, 
And the laſſes in all their fine things. 


| What merriment all the day long, 


May the feaſt of our Colin prove ſuch; 
Ad-z oks! but. Pll join in your ſong, 
And PI hobble about on my crutch. 


4 


„ A Pl hobble, &c. 


The B 1 R D, a favourite, SONG. 


The bird that hears her well gs crys 
And flies abroad for food; 
Returns impatient through the ſky, 
To nurſe her callow brood. | 
The tender mother knows. no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms ! L 
And ſickens for her darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms. 
Such fondneſs with impatience join'd, 
My faithful boſom fes; 


Nou fore'd to leave my fair behind, 


The queen of my deſires. 5 
The powers of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſimilies are vain ; 


To ſhew how ardently I love, 


Orwielieve my pain. „ 
The ſaint, with fervent zeal inſſ Pir da d 
For heaven and joys divine; | 


The faint is not with rapture WE 
More] pure, more warm than mines, 8 
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1 take what liberty I dare, 
Twere impious to ſay more ! 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
The goddeſs I adore. 1 : 


JOCKEY, a New- Son. 


Young Jockey was the blytheſt lad, 


That ever maiden woo'd ; 
When. he appears my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good. : 
He talks of love when &er we meet, 
His words in raptures flow; 
Then tunes his pipe with ſongs ſo net, h 
I have no power to go. . 1 
All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 
At every fair, and every wake, 
I hear them making moan. 
He buyes me toys and ſweet- hearts too, 
And ribbons for my hair; : 
No ſwain was ever half fo true, 
Or half fo kind and fair. 


: ö Where er I go, 1 nothing fear 7 


For J alone am all his care, 


When ever danger's nigh. _ * 
He vows to wed next Whitſunday, - TER 21D 


And make me bleſt for life; _— 


To be young  Jockey's wif, MIDAS . -- 


Fs 4 WL... > 
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Midas was choſen umpire by conſent ; 


; 75 And death, only. death, can the malady cure. 


1 
NID A8, a Cantata, by Brother Nichols. 


To fam'd Scamander's banks came Phrygia's king 
To hear Apollo and Incubus ſing, 
Peneus's daughter came to hear their ſong, 
With old Silenus and a motley throng, 
Of mountain ſhepherds, nymphs, and village brains, 
With all the tenants of Arcadia's plains ? 
The cauſe was this, the ruſtic's did admire, 
The reeds of Pan, before Apollo's lyre ; 
Others affirm'd that'Pan was but a drone, 
For ever piping ſome diſcordant tone, 
To end the matter and reſtore content, 


Begin, ſaid he, begin your vocal lays, 
And he who ſings the beſt ſhall wear the bays, 
The e muſt on no pretence remain, 
But fly, e er Sol's return, the Phrygian Plains. 
By this condition J abide, ſaid Pan, 
Who thus at Pol's * the ſtrife began. 


A 1 R. 


Ye . and ye ſhepherds who make up this ag 

Be attentive awhile, and Fil fing you a ſong, _ . 4 

T'it teach you the temple of Juno to ſhun, n = 

Who kneels at her altar is ſurely undone, : — 0 I 
If Hymen iovite with his conjugal bliſs, 

Be adviſed by me, - to his ſuit be remiſs, TIED 

There's a bondage in wedlock, that few can endure. 


Iz | 
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our 
Whene' er I'm to love's gentle paſſion. ni 
1 range o'er the plains ſome beauty to find, 
* When pall'd with her charms, I ſeek for freſh game, 
The birds of the groves, and my goats do the ſame, 
Ye Sylvans who happineſs wiſh to encreaſe, 
Give ear to my precepts, they tend to your peace, 
Great Jupiter gave you fair freedom with life, 
The bleſſing you forfeit, when chain'd to a wife. E 


Ye beautiful virgins, the pride of our plains, 
Neer barter your freedom for conjugal chains, 
Should ſome lovely youth find the way to your heart, 


Haſte to Venus's fane, there eaſe his ſoft ſmart, 1 
Mighty Midas I've done, let Cother begin, q 
Come Pol tune the lay, or the garland Ill win, 
If you chant the beſt, why-I-quit-the plain, 
Come Sir, your ſong, or no longer remain. 3 
| | 7 \ 
= 3 RECITATIVE, a 
The noiſy rabble hurPd their caps on high. „ "4 
Pan, Pan, let Pan remain, was all „„ | 5 4 


Peace, Sirs, ſays Pol, I'm ready to begin, 
. | Give:mea hearing, if the bays you win, | | * 
| Great Pan, Pt fly to ſome far diſtant ſhore, = 


{ And tread on theſe your peaceful plains no more; 5 
Midas advanc'd above the noiſy throng, ; . { 
Bad them be ſtill, and hear the ſhepherd's ſongs „ $ 
So oft does Boreas the wide canvaſs 6 -- „ 
Till louder Æolus. bids him be ſtill, 1 T2 5 | $a 

Silenus bid the god of day C FE 

Who thus to o Daphne conſecrates Be were, © 1 0 
N . 
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Thy flender foot, thy dimpled knee, 
A fight that Jove might wiſh to ſee, 


So form d for love and ſoft delight, 


"Would you but leave your fire for me, 


To bal algud, the hills re-echo'd Pan, 


[ 89 J 
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Thoſe vermil lips, thoſe ſaphire eyes, 
Tranſcend the queen who rules the ſkies, 


Jove meant to ſhow in forming thee, 


Perfection in its firſt degree; -. 
When firſt I ſaw my Daphne fair, 


My fancy found her worth my care, 


In raptures o'er each charm I rov'd, 
And ſoon I both admir'd and lov'd. 

Thy . garments; by the wind were blown, 
And all thy heavenly form were ſhown, 


Thy - breaſts too pure for vulgar eye, 
I faw, and wiſh'd thereon to lye; _. 
Thy lovely thighs, and all above, | 
The ſpring of bliſs, ..the . fount of love. 


With charms ſo pleaſing to the ſight, 


The Cyprian queen could never vie, 
Nor all the. beauties of the ſky... _ 
Fair maid if Midas ſhould ordain, - 
That I muſt quit the Phrygian plain, 
I' thank the gods for the decree, . _ 


®. 


RECITATIVE. 
He ceas'd, Midas like one that's mad, began 
13 
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The ſwains with loud applauſe did rend the arg. 
And few, ſo Poor their wit, for Pol declare; 
Begone, ſaid Midas, leave our ground, b 
And here again on no pretenee be found. 


The injur'd god aſſumꝰ d his bright array, 


And ſhone as when he drives the carr of day, : 
The rabble ſaw, and proſtrate at his feet, 
Petition'd Midas: might his vengeance meet, | 

Their ſuit had reaſon, Phcebus ſwore by Styx, 
And on his, ears s the alles ears s did fix. 


122 


To ſee the Jake, and chu attun ' his ig... 
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— Judge Midas to thee, . 
For thy ſcurvy decree, 
Bright Pbcebus preſenteth a 5 | 
| 'Tis the ſtreams that-paſs by, | 
Where, if you caſt your eye, 
Yow'll ſee, you're transform'd to an als. 
Incubus, to yo. 3 
For preſumption, there's due; 
More than Sol hath on Midas oled, 
Then think not to ſcape, 
For you muſt bear à ape, © 
From your waiſt all below, like your deid. 5 
Come ſhepherds begin, | 
And wich me this verſe ag. 15 


e CHORUS, 


a 


The fate of Dobbin, and his miſtreſs Kat®; . 


Ot gought but intereſt dreaming. 


F 


7 (4:90 n 
2 C Ho RUS. 
Nay merit ill judgment ſupaſs, 


May the fools who pretend, 
Arrogance to defend, 
| Be rewarded like Pan and Midas, , 


The BUTTER WOMAN; 
A Canara, by Br. N icholls. ; 


RECITATIVE, i 


Ve blooming maids from Mnemoſyne. 3 
Inſpire my yerle, as when great Virgil ſung, / 


Teach me in flowing numbers to relate _ 


Teach me with ſympathstie woe to tell, 
What dire OP the ruftic dame. Vene 


; A 1 R. Es 
One Horning early in the ſpring, hs 
When laylocks they were blowing, : 
When o'et the lans the ſitiall birds fing, 0 
And peaſants they wete mowing. . 3 
When nature paints the daiſy'd mead, GRE 
With beauty's art excelling, | 7 74 
Dame Kate got on her founder d ſteed, 
Andi left her rultic dwelling. OY 
She jog d along; . replete with care, 2 
And of ſome matter ſcheming 
Summing the ptcfits' of her ware, [ 


e 
At length the dame from ſilence broke, 
And thus began to ſolace, 
But firſt on Dobbin laid a ſtroke, 
That he might mend his flow pace. 


Eighteen ſcore new laid eggs I've brought. 


Some chickens hatch'dölaſt Eaſter, 
My eggs I'Il fell for ten a groat, 
Each chicken for a teſter. 


Al theſe will help to buy a cow, . 
If I'm not very ſhallow, 
. In time I ſhall have calves enough, . 
To buy a piece of fallow. 


Who knows, e'er long, I rich may be, 
And wear the fineſt linen, 
The parſon he may fancy me, 
And then Þ'II leave off ſpinning. 
I know the dames will envy me, 
I'll care not for their gibing, 


But be as proud as any ſhe, 
| | And wear CRE: ſilks and ribbon... : 


RE C 11A TI VE. 
IE thus me ended, when a Raven's eval 


Fhe heard, deſcending from a neighbouring oak, 


A murrain,on that whorſon croak-ſaid ſhe, 

That curſed noiſe forebodes no good to me, 

Don Dobbia fell, and o'et his batter'd' frame, 
Tumbled te mighty caſtle- building dame, 


4 93 1 


Hr panniers break, her chickens went aſtray; . 


And her maſh'd eggs beſtrew d the dirty way, 


Sprawling ſhe lay, from head to foot beſmear'd,. 


Her kerchief torn, and her poſteriors bare d. 


G80 Cloacina when ſhe rears. her head, 


„Above the ſtagnate water's putrid bed, 
With yellow filth of oderate common ſewer, 
44 Her matted hair and face is daub'd all oer.“ 


She heav'da ſigh} which afk'd a quick relief, 


Then thus in plaintive- ſtrains declar'd her grief. 
| nnn 
Oh, my bones are all ſore, 
And my cloaths are all tore, | 
I never was in ſuch a yung © 3 
My belly! is bare,” | 
And my back; I declare 
Dame fortune! is wond'r rous fickle . 


E arv'd Dobbin, tis you, 
| That s made this to do.. | 
For had you ſtood firm * 5. 
All had been well, | 
I: never had fell, 
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But got ſafe mich my chickens and erb. 


Fn Oh, terrible fate, 
That I Wo ſo lte, 


Thought of nothing but beuge, 


Should ſprawl in the road, 5 
All beſmear'd like a toad, | 
From the crown of the head to the bum. 
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Oh, ye Gods how I ach, !. 
Now I ſee my miſtake, . 
Had I taken the ſure-footed mare, 
' Left Dobbin-at graſs, 
In the lane with the aſs, 
The market I'd reach'd with my wares. 


Should it come to the ear, 
The neighbours would ſneer, 
The village would make me a jeſt, 
Pray heav'n noneꝰs ni gh | | 
My misfortune to ſpy, 
And Ill evermore act for the beſt. 
Tol de rol, &. 


The B U C K, 
A Cantata, by Br. Nicholls. 


A modern buck, to Mars's buſineſs bred, 
Warm from the Vine, with Bacchus in his head, 


On miſchief bent, he to a farm yard ſtray d, 


Were honeſt Robin thus addreſs'd the blade; 
Halloo d maſter! why Sir, you can't go th r2, 


What, are you deaf? there is no thorough- fare; 
The buck regardleſs of the clown, ſoon flew 
Oer the hedge, where bonny black ey'd Sue, 
To milk her cows, was tripping oer the field, 
A prize, ſaid he, damme, I'll ſoon make her yield, 
Away he-ran,.and ſeiz'd her by the arm, | 
Twas thus he e 8 girl to cham. 
2 „„ 8. R. 
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Charming creature look around you, 
Be not thus ſurpriz'd to ſee. 

One who's glad thro? chance he's found you, 
One who means no harm to thee. 
Dear girl you ſet me all on fire, 

Prithee give a kiſs or two. 
Oh, how the jade creates deſire! 
Eiſs again I prithee do. 
Thy ſnowy breaſt hath far more charms, - 
Than all the beauties of the court, 
Come, let me claſp thee in my arms, 
And teach thee love's extatic ſport. 


The little birds around will charm thee, 
Believe me, I'll not daub thy gown, 
For all the world I would: not harm thee, 
Here I'll gently lay thee dowp. 


RECITATT VE. 


Here Suſan backwards fell, and he upon her, 

She ſwore by Jove ſhe would not looſe her honour, 
Bob, from the barn the am'rous ſcuffle ſawr, 
Enrag d he ſeiz d a pitch · fork, o'er the ſtraw, 

He flew, to aid the darling of his life, 

For Sue had promis'd to be Robin's wife; 

The buck ſurpriz'd, the bold intruder curs'd, 

And with Tol edo, parry'd Robin's thruſt; 

A ſtagnate pool there was I' the rear hard by, 
Derg The drain of l an oderated ſty, 
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"There by the angry bumpkin's valour beat, 
The trembling beau did ſhamefully retreat, 
With rightleg in the ſlough, the other out, 
*T was thus he beg'd d for quarters of the lout. 


A EY . 
Buck. Honeſt fellow, prithee ſpare me, 
In truth you've daub'd my filken hoſe, 
With that weapon do not ſcare me, 
— Have ſome pity on my cloaths. 


Crown Damnyour cloaths, 1/11 ſpoil your ſport fir, 
You've got a wrong ſow by the ear, 


Hence, and ſeek for whores at court ſir, 
A with Seſan here. 


The O0 L D M A N and DEATH, 


A CanTATAa, by Br. Nicholls. 
| R-ECITATINE, 
Bending beneath his load, an aged ſwain, 
With murmuring accent totter'd o'er the plain, 
Curling the fates, promoters of his care; | 
My taſk faid he, is more than I can bear, 
| The ways are rough, the elements combine, 
To torture this decripid frame of mine, 
What pity 'tis that mortals of threeſcore, | 
FF Should ſtill creep on, when health and vigour's G er, 
{ - Oh! had I not been man! without diſpute, - 


| True 31, "AN is center'd'in the brute 3 | 
The 
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The PFs the aſs, all animals are free, \ 
Jove beams his favours on all things but me 

The feeble ruſtic fell, oppreſo d with pain. 

Then roſe.and ſtrove to lift his load again; 

Alas, ſaid he, all efforts are in vain, 

When thus he call'd on death, to eaſe his pain. 


94 1 R. 


Mi ighty Jove take back the boon, 
IJ aſk not what the fooliſh craves 

Let me depart, e er yonder moon, | 
Years like mine become the grave. 5 


Come Death, in all thy horrors drei. 
; And bring along thy. pointed ſhaft, 
| My ſoul calls out on thee for reſt, 


: a And longs o'er Stygian ſtreams to pak. 
/ Brin king of terrors, at thy ſight, 
19 The ſons of wiſdom never fly ; L 


They eꝰ en expect the coming night, 
And I'm like them prepar d to die. 
Then quickly come and ſtrike the blow, 
. Thy tardy ſtay augments my grief, 
Come eaſe me of this world of woe, 
Come give me quick relief, 
In pity to my ſufferings haſte, 
Leſt I to, yonder ſteep ſhould go, 
And plunge into the liquid waſte,  - 4 
&f And ſeek the peaceful ſhades below,  : : 14 


. 4 - * * 
Wy - ” > 2 » 2 8 1 & — * _—_ 4 . : 
* 
0 . "SE +4 
: * * % — © . 
= N — 
+ * 


£1 


$> v 


— 


1509" Fi 
| RECITAT TI W 2. 
Be patient, Sir, ſaid death, behold I'm here, 
What is your will of me? come let me hear, 
Behold this glaſs, ſay, doth it run too flow ? 
If that's the cauſe, tis out before I go. 
The aſtoniſh'd peaſant view'd the ho rrid ſight, 
And with timidity prepar'd for flight. 
So once a ſnarling cottage cur, from far, 


Provol'd a ſhepherd's peaceful dog to war, 


The injur'd brute enrag?d, began the fray, 
The other hung his tail and ſculk'd away. 
Grim death, importunate to know his grief, 


Declar'd again, he'd give him quick relief; 


The trembling hind eſſay d with fault'ring tongue, 


To * and chus nn ſung. 


1 . Sir, lend your 1 hand, 
And eaſe me of my frißt, 
IJ tremble ſo, I ſcarce: can San 
Leſt I ſtay here all night, 
Good lack, what is't I ail, 
1 have not drank a drop to- day, oe: 
Save down in vonder vale. 
A cryſtal ſtream I chanc'd to ſee, 
At which I flach d my thirſt, 
I pray ye Sit, think well of me, 
There's none on earth more juſt. 
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+ Tingerdid ill to any one, 

Good lack I tremble ſtill, 
Nor after vain purſuits, have run, / 
In faith, nor ever will. 
My dame's at home expecting me, 

Pray heaven I once was there, 
How ſhe'll rejoice, my face to ſee, 
I'll haſte to eaſe her care, 
My cottage is a mile or more, 
The roads are very baſe, 
So pray good Sir, walk on before, 
You'll tire to keep my pace. 


Death took the hint, walk'd on before, 


But firſt made this replr 2 


Men often do my aid implore, 
A* yet they fear to die. 


. 


CHO RU 8. 


My tale hath a moral, and all without doubt, 
Have good ſenſe ſufficient, for to find it out, 
Perhaps *tis too ſerious, your plaudit to move, 


We. beſt reliſh . when we ve Aar with our det. 


The LOYAL KNIGHTS, 
A CanTATA, by Br. Nicholls. 
| RECITATIVE.:.--.- 


Around the feſtive board, great Arthur's knights. 
Were met, the. n pregnant with 2 
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Went gayley round, corroding care was fled 
With dullneſs, to her dark ſomnif'rous bed; 
Meanneſs and ſcandal urg d their buſy feet, 
And ſculk'd with envy in her foul retreat; 
Convivial mirth fird each cheiftain's breaſt, 
To ſing of the becoming maids, they lov'd beſt; 
& _ Some ſung of wine, ſome ſung of nut-brown ale, 
| | While others told the quaint facetious tale, 

| 

$ 


Cadwallader the brave, who ne'er deceiv'd,. | 
Thus ſung the teats his ſovereign had atchiev'd.. 


KT i 
(When Briton's firſt at heaven's command) 


When Cerdie ſtrove to extirpate, 
On Banesſdown Banks, the Britiſh race, 
Great Arthur ſtop'd th' impending fate, 
And fav'd his country from diſgrace. 
C H O R U S. 
Ariſe, ariſe, ye loyal knights, and fing, 
N The praiſes of a Britiſh king. 
The haughty Pagans taught to yield, 
In vain at Woden's fane they ſue, 
His valiant armies won the field, 
Where'er the red-croſs banner flew. _ 
9 Cho. Ariſe, ariſe, &c. 
Their foul enchanters firove in vain, 
With ſpells and incantations dire, 
No change of fate they could ſubdue, 
s fav'rite demon could inſpire, 
: LT i od Where 
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5 5 In more ſublime exalted ſtrains, 
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Where'er reſiſtance bird his way, 
And vaunted with her maſly targe, 
The Briton never ſhew'd diſmay, 
But led with prudence to the charge. 
To him from banks of frozen Tweed, 
The faithful natives ſu'd for peace; 
In pity to their, famiſh'd need, 
le hid the din of battle ceaſe. . 
He bid the life-reſtoring hand, 
Of kind benevolence diſpente; 
He bleſt with peace, a fainting land, 
And ever prov'd'their firm defence. 
He ſavd from bonds the orphan maid. 

To him the widow told her grief; 
Where'er the recreant knight re des. 
Mot brouglit the injur'd: maid relief. 

| Thro* him the ſhepherd all the day, 

In ſafety watch'd: his fleecy train, - „ 
Wich chearing pipe, and merry lay, 
He ſung the beauties of the plain- ns 
. Britifly virgins ſought the vale, 

No more with wars alarms en 
And there receiv d the ſoothing tale 
Of love, and made their ſnepherds ble; M 


In after times, when ſeience reigns, 
A race ſhall fing our Arthur's praiſes | 


* 


. A. imitate his god-like ways. 
| K.. T 


; ier 
The KNIGH T's SONG; 


Buy Brother VALENTINE. | 
ve knights of the Star, all attend to my 3 
I've got a new ſong to ſing, or to ſay, 
With voices ſo ſhrill. let the chorus go round, 
To the knight's of the Star let the ſealing reſound. 
Cnonus, Sing tantararah knights all, &c 


But firſt to our Grand; our reſpects we muſt pay, 
Our choice we'll revere, and his voice we'll obey. . 
His accompliſhments juſtly conſign to his fame, 
May knights abs all ſtations be always the ſame. 
| Sing tantararah; &Cs. 


Our friendſhip collins no tyrant ean part, 
Nor time can deface what's ingrav'd on our heart; 
Remembrance ſurvives'when all raptures are paſt, 
For friendſhip's a flame that wilt burn bright at laſh 
1 Sing tantararah, S 


Vou vort'ries of chm that are e choarful and gay, 
Haſte away to the Star, without any delay;y 
Where ſons of true mirth and good ſenſe are embrac d,, 
And ſhine in their n like true planets of taſte. 
Sing nne, : 
Ye fair of all 83 the ores? and coquet, 
Who are Killful in working and ſpreading the net, 
Here, here, all your power ye charmers employ, . 
| F or knights ye will find are the beſt to enjoy . _ | 
---* 0 5 rantararah, &@. 
To all we with hearty hearty ſucceſs,.. 55 
And en cy, 2 can we do leſs?” 


US s ah 


May 
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My bleflings attend them, no thorns in their ways, 
But love, wealth and virtue, encreaſe with their days. 
Sing tantararah, & o. 


Now. fill up your glaſſes; let bumpers go round, 
Give a toaſt that. will make the whale ceiling reſqund 
And let it be this---while a glaſs we can lift, 
May we neyer want courage, when put to the ſhift. 
| Sing tantararah, c. 


A LOY.AL KNIGH T's Soye.. 
Long fince our order took its riſe,, 
And did from Arthur ſpring, 
Whoſe greatneſs now the brave and wiſe 
In flowing numbers ſing-;. - 
4* Since 'friendſhip,. mirth and hafmony.; > 
| Are motives we may claim, 
The knights ſhall all recorded be, 
And laſting. as their fame. . 
Where freedom join'd with unity. 
And concord: does-abound ; - F 
Where alt with joint conſent agree, 
And mifth is going round; | | 
*Tis here that jolly Bacchus dwells, . 
And brimming bowls explor'd, 
Where peace the friendly current fivells,... 
And Loyal Knights ador'd. 
0 to reform the minds of men. 
Is our peculiar aim; 
Hence future bards ſhall join the ſtrain, 
And fond revere thy name; ; 
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Let every tuneful brother ling, . | 
And join the tocial band, 


In drinking health to George, our king, = 


And our moſt noble grand. 


A LOYAL. KNIGHT's Sox. . 
Written by Brother VALENTINE. . 


By antient record firſt we ſprung, 


From noble valiant. Arthur, 


' Of whoſe great fame the world has rung, 


And plan'd great freedom's charter; 
Great lords and dukes, nay kings the ſame, 
- Have. gloried in our ancient fame, 
Nor bluſh'd' to bear the noble name, 
Of knight of the round table. 


Here roſy Bacchus ever gay, 


Chears our melancholy : 


From each breaſt drives care away, 


And makes us free and jolly ; . 
With ſocial friend{kip we abound, | 
While Jovial ſongs and toaſts go round 4 
None more joyous can be found, 
Than knights of the round table. 


a Then let's be happy whilſt we may, 


Wine creates new pleaſure, 


Drink our bowls, laugh, fing and ſay, 


Here we repoſe our treaſure; 


May knights be never wanting found, 


A ſparkling glaſs to put around, . 
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Nor with the fair cer quit their od, 
While knights of the round table. 


Ye friends to Comus, come away, 

Attend his noble grandſhip; 
With us fhine forth in bright array, 

And taſte the throne of friendſhip ; 
Then rife and join with heart and hand, 
That by each other we may ſtand, 

And to ſupport our noble. grand, e 
And his knights of the round table. 


A LOYAL KNIGHT 's Sox. 
By Brother VALENTINE. 
Come mirth and freedom, guardians fair, 
Diſperſe the painful cloud of care, 
Oh!] great of language, mild of mein, 
O, virtues friend, and virtues queen. 


| Cc no R U 8. 
Hark ! *tis freedoms voice invites, 
Her choiceſt ſons, the Loyal Knights. 
From great king Arthur firſt we ſprung, . 
Of whom reſounding fame has ſung, 
Where glorious acts will e' er remain, 
Recorded on the rolls of tame, 


c HO RUS. | 
Then royal knights your voices raiſes, 
To Arthur's glory, Arthur's. praiſe. . 
With ſmiling mirth our bowls are crown'd,.. 
By her with ſongs our lodge reſound, 


* 


With, 
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With harmony to friendſhip bent, 
What ſocial moments here is ſpent. 


c NOR Uu s- 


Hark ! *tis friendſhips voice invites, 
| Britannia's ſons, the Loy: al OS: > 


Ye ſons of pleaſure haſte away, 
Attend our Grand, without delay. 
Attend, partake, what we enjoy, 
Which nothing wants nor can deſtroy. 


H O R U 8. 


Hark 'tis pleaſures VOICE unites, 
To crown the mirth of Loyal Knights. | 


Now glory wakes her active tongue, 
Proclaims each truth the genius ſung, 
On Arthur's name with rapture dwells, 
And hark! the gen'ral chorus ſwells... 
C H OR U S. | 
May Britains ſons extend their plains, 
While George, the friend to freedom reigns. 
Now all unite to ſwell the ſtrain, . 
Of Arthur's fons, reviv'd again; 
Let fame with trump, aloud proclaim. * 
The glorious great, immortal name. 


0 H OR u s 

Of Loyal Knights throughout the land, 

Where friendſhip reigns with heart and hand. 
; . 
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A LOYAL KNIGH T's CAN TATA 


By Brother NicaoLLs. 
| RECITATIVE, 

Let order o'er the feſtive board preſide, 
And none preſume, my precepts to deride; 
O, Jove ! may ſuch intruders never know, 
The ſweets of ſoothing harmony below ,: 
Avaunt; ye vulgar, giddy, and the vain, 
Let none of them the ſolemn ſcene profane. 
While harmony leads on the ſaered hours, 
And ſcatters as ſhe goes, her pleaſing flowers; 
While Diſcord hangs her head in tears, 
"IO ſing the pom r ho diſſipates our _ 

„ -R- 
Confuſion long had fix'd her reign, 


This concord ſay, and bid her ceaſe ; | 
ſ DE. TAPO, 


© She bound us wath hes golden chain, 
And reath us with the palm of n 
H OA U s. 
Repeat, my friends, with joy repeat the lay, 
O, celebrate with joy the feſtive day. 
The wretch whom envy fills with ſpleen, 


May diſapprove our 16 _— ; | 
DE CAPO, 


O, ſhun him os er he's "4 
Such ſweets to him are ever ſtrange. 
|  Cronvys, Repeat, &c, 
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hat bleſſings flow from harmony, 


When 3 joins her happy train; 
DE CAFOQ. 


Let none ſuch ſacred ; Joys 3 
CHORUS. be Se. 


| In acts fraternal let us vie, | : 


And friendſhip's dictates Aill approve. 
| DE CAPO, 


So ſhall we each power defy, 

| That ſtrives to ſeparate our love, ä 
Cho. Repeat, kee. 
When t time has chang'd the preſent ſcene, 

And rev'rence decks the brother's brow, þ 
DE CAPO, 
Reflection then ſhall ſtep between, 
Anl 1 approve our conduct now. 

Cho. Repeat, &c. 


No paſs the mighty goblet round, 
And in oblivion drown'd the paſt, 

a 8 | DE CAPO. 
So ſhall mirth and peace abound, | 
And harmony for ever laſt. | 

| ; Cho. Repeat, &c. 


A LO YA L XK NIGHT 'S Sone, 


(Tune of noble race, &c.) 
Attend my brother knights, 
And join with me in chorus, 


O. 


he” 
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"Tho? ſome there are, 
More ancient far, 
They're not a jot before us. 


The Maſon boaſts from Adam, 
They trace their noble order, 
Believe my rhyme, 

Till Arthur's time, 
Reign'd diſcord and diſorder. 
He made mankind quite happy, 
And ſet them all a drinking, 

The wiſe, the grave, 
The learn'd, the brave, 


And rouz'd them from dull thinking. 


And thoſe who drank ſo freely, 
The luſcious grape's production, 
He them did call, 
Loyal knights, all, 
Becauſe they liv'd by ſuction. 
He gave them laws and charges, 
By which we are cemented, 
They ſtand the teſt, 
And are the beſt, 
That ever was invented. 


Our mottos, mirth and friendſhip, 


Nor are we tools of party, 


Tho' knaves and fools, 
Preſcribe us rules, 


We're too ſincere and hearty, 
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If any of us knights. 
Should talk of high or low church, 
We'll bind him o'cr, 
To drink no more, 
And ſet them down of no church, 
We hear noidle prating, 
Of either wig or tory, 
But each agree, 
'To fit at eaſe, 

Drink, ſing, or tell a ſtory. 
Then landlord bring a hogſhead, 
And in the center place it, 

Till it rebound, 

With hollow found, 
We Loyal Knights will face it. 
Now to our Patron's mem' ry, 5 
Fill every one a bumper, | 

With glaſs in hand, 

Mind well the grand, 

And crown it with a bumper. 


LUNARIAN ODE, for four Vocts. 


By Br. Nicholls, 
RECITATIVE. 
IN voc Al lo. 


Fair Luna, queen of chaſtity attend, 
Daughter of Jove, immortal maid deſcend, 


— Og 
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On our nocturnal revels ſmile; 


O thou, why verdant hills and lawns ſurveys, . 
Liſten to thy vot'ries artleſs lays, . | 
While they the tedious hours beguile. 


A 1 R. 
(Tune, When Britons, &c.) 
Londonia's favourite ſons inſpired, 
By virtue conſecrate the lay; 
To thee, fair queen, by all admir'd, 
Jo thee we gladly homage pay. 


Cho. Ariſe, fair Luna, thy lucid beams diſplay, 
And chear the traveller on his way. 


When Phcebus journeys down the ſky, 
And turgid Boreas ſhakes the main, 
When no kind ſtar ſalutes the eye, 
The 1. pres ipgs this ſtrain ; 
| Ariſe, fair Load &c, 


The humble ſwain when labour's done, 
Conducts his favourite fair along, 
At thy approach their ſports begun, 
»Tis en W the Sylvan throng. 
15 Aͤriſe, fair LAs &C, 


The ſons of ſcience thee explore, 
Thy frequent changes mur, | 
And when their learned ſearch is o'er, 
To us thy ways communicate. 
Ariſe, fair Luna, &c. 
La: The 


E 
The heathen world when time was young, 
In fables told thy mighty ways, 
Our Saxon anceſtors have ſung, 
Since Ceſar's time thy matchleſs praiſe. 


Ariſe, fair Luna, &c, 
"i | Direct us when we trace our ſtreets, ; 
| | Leſt lurking harm our ſteps betray, 
kl | Safe may thou guide the Britiſh fleets, 
i Through ſeas where. rocks and dangers, 
Ariſe, fair Luna, &c. 


RECITATIVE. 
BACHANALIAN Invocation, 


Again let all the brotherhood diſpenſe, . 
The jovial glaſs, the mirth inſpiring ſong, f 
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& Let dull corroding care be baniſh'd hence, 

Such gueſts to grief and miſery belong. : 
If | 

| | 4 Þ.F- 

| | Since fleeting time poſts on apace, | 

i Nor wealth nor power can force his ſtay, 

1 Ev'n let the dotard run his race, 

| We'll laugh and ſing the hours away. 

l Since alk muſt paſs the Stygian lake, 

i The rich, the wiſe, coquet and beau; 

| ' Lei's while we may, ſuch joys partake, i 

' As do from love and drinking flow. | 

| | : Wel! 7 
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. 
Well pleas'd I'd ſtem the fatal tide, 
I'd care not for Cocytus, no ; - 


' , Would Charon for his voyage provide, 
— Such generous juice as grapes beſtow. 


Old Cerberus might roar amain, 
And furies ſhake their hiſſing hair, 
Syſiphus might of weight complain, 
And bellow to the fates his care. 
The Titians- might their mountains hurl, . 
Danaids fill their leaky caſc, 
Ixiom might his engine whirl, 
Might I enjoy my fav'rite flaſk... 


RECITATIVE. 


Prepare, prepare, begin the choral lay, 
And chant th' inſpiring ſtanza with delight, 
Join heart and voice to hail the feſtive day, 


While ſordid ſlaves, whoſe deeds more dark than night, 


Reprove our meaſures, lets to mirth give way. 


5 GRAND CHORUS.” 

Since life's like a ſhadow, that flies as we move, > 

Let's ſpendit in harmony, drinking and love, 
Such pleaſure united, ſtrew flowers as we ſtray, 
Inſpire us with wiſdom, and make our hearts gay, 
Let this fide the grave be with harmony join'd, 
Firm cement of friendſhip, ſoft balm to the mind; 
The gods muſt with pleaſure look down on our ways, 
Reward us with pleaſure, and lengthen our days. 


L3 | K 


E J 
A'CAN TT SE 
Compoſedfor the Lunaxtan ANNIVERSARY, Aug. 1, 


Being the day of the Acceſſion of the Hannoverian 
Family to the Throne of Great Britain. 


By Brother. N LCHOLL S. 


RE.ECET-A DIVE; 
Britons, for you the mighty gods. decreed, 
This feſtive day, they from oppreſſion freed. 
A ſinking land, and in a bigots place, 
Planted the ſource of liberty and grace 
Great Brunſwick, whoſe virtuous race have ſtrove. 
In peace and war, to gain the people's love, 
To George, my friends, a vocal tribute pay, 
Let ham be baniſh'd who IN the * N 


* i | | A 1 | | / 1 
| (When Britons firſt, &c.) 


* 


Let others ſing the Auguſtan age, 
Or boaſt the chiefs of Troy or Greece, 
Well pleas'd, we read the modern page, 
WOO ISI bleſs'd the land with peace. 


55 H O R U s. 


Oft may we celebrate, celebrate with joy, 
This day, and nought our bliſs deſtroy, 


6 


When 


* 
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When bigotry o'erſpread the realm, 
And * tonſur'd locuſts ſwarm'd at court, 
The mighty Naſſau ſeiz d the helm, 
And ſteer'd the veſſel into port, 
Cho. Oft may we celebrate, xc. 
Great Guelph purſued what he begun, 
Rebellion felt his fatal dart, 
He like great Alemena's conquering ſon, 
Stab'd the Hydra to the heart. 
Cho. Oft may we celehrate, &c. 
To him we owe our faith and laws, 
He nobly conquer'd but to ſave, 
Can we do leſs than aid his cauſe, 
And ſing to-day his matchleſspreiſe, . 
Cho. Oft may we celebrate, &. 
May George with many years be crown'd, 
And virtue all his actions grace, 
May there, till rimes no more be found, 
& ET A monarch of the Brunſwic race. 


Cho. Oft may we celebrate, &c. 


HEE P Toxſured Locuſts alludes to the the Romith e, who- 
| at that time were about in great numbers. 


A LUNARIAN. CANTATA. 
By Brother NichorLs. 
RECITATIVE. 
Cooper advanc'd above the liiVning throng, 
Diſcharg'd his bumper to the king. A ſong 
He calld; Simpſon, (whoſe foul attun'd for mirth) + 
Sat near, the order knew full well his worth, 
On him they call, nor was he ſilent long. | 
But thus with chearful face, began his ſong, LX 


* 
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LA LEG 0. | 
Come oppreſs'd with melancholl Ys 
Forſake, forſake, the train of folly ; 
We've mirth and laughter all the year, 
Senſe and friendſhip center here. 
Here Momus holding both his ſides, 
With poignant ſatire, pride derides, 
The motely creature hangs her head, 
And ſculks to envy's ſnaky bed ; 
If. diſcord come in fair diſguiſe, 
Pallas with her ſaphire eyes, 
Finds the fiend and drives her hence, 
To herd with luſt and impudence. 
Here, if wine inflame the brain, 
Somnus mittigates the pain ; ; 
His opiate drugs are ever ſure, . 
By Sol's return, to work a cure. 
Here no Bachant dare intrude, 
Nor Priapean vizard lewd. 
Should ſuch ſcenes offend the eye, 
Pity wou'd melt to ſympathy, 
We ne'er with reputation ſport, . 
nr, we leave · to court; 
We ne'er of politicks diſpute, 
What's mitth to do with Wilke's or Bute : I 
We aim at all that's debonair, 
And to expunge the ſtorms of care; 
We ſing the fleeting hours away, 
Nor loſe a thought of yeſterday. 


- 


Here 


„ 

Here if meaneſs comes we chuſe, 

To ſhun him, with the aſs profuſe, 

Duplicity, with face demure, 

And fallacy we can't endure. 

But if the youth to ſooth dull hours, 

Comes crown'd with fangy's choiceſt flowers, 
We'll at Luna's hallow'd fane, 

Gladly make him of our train, 


AN ODE, 


Defign'd for tye anniverſary of the moſt noble ordes 
of the BUCKS, | 


RECITATIVE, 


Ye ſons of mighty Nimrod, fam'd in ſtory, 
Attend the records of your priſtine glory, 
- In vocal ſounds join the harmonious lay, 
And add new pleaſures to the feſtive day. 
. 
Tux, And ten times a day hoop her barrel, &c. 
In annals of old, 
Great Bellus we're told, 
Gave a race of moſt noble condition; 
Who follow'd the chace, 
And health did embrace, 
For toil was their only phyſician, 
Brave boys &c. i 
RECITATIVE. 
To them, the fertile plains and ſhady woods were given, 
With calm content, the rareſt gift of heaven, ® 


The 
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The purple grape their beverage, dear, their meat, 
F or wine and veniſon is a god-like treat. 
A I R- 
Php Bacchus and Venus their pleaſures 1 improv'd, 
With ſpirit they drank and with vigour they lov'd; 
The grandſons of Noah, were ſtrangers to pain, 
For when tir'd of loving, they hunted again. 
„ RE CI TAT I VE. 
From men like theſe, our ancient order roſe, 
To rancorous ſpleen and diſcord ever foes ; 
Gay as the enliv'ning ſun their ſpsendour ſnone. 4 
And here in Britain, Arthur fix'd their throne z ; 
In deſert wilds obſcure, they wander'd long, 
Nor drank the potent juice nor heard the inſpiring ſongy. 
But happier times reſtor'd them to this Iſle, 
Where beauty, arms and arts with luſtre ſmiles ;. . 
Arabs, Euphrates, Babylonians all, 
Heard freedom's voice, and ſtrait obey'd the call, 
Here fix'd their tents, where boundleſs plenty reigns, 
Unknawn to Afric's ſands, or Aſia's ſun-burnt plains. 
A 1 
Tux. To you ladies now at land, &c. 
Hail happy Britain, favourite Iſle, 
Where commerce rears her head; 
And joyous Buck, in freedom file, . : 
While tyranny lies dead; 
Protect thy ſons---their wealth encreaſe, 
And crown each lodge with joy and peace, 
With. a fal, lal, &c. 
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REC I TAI, 
Riſe, Brothers riſe, each give his friendly hand, 
The toaſt is Britain s King, and our moſt noble Grand. 
1 1 
Tuxx, The was was a jolly e &c. ? 
Ye ſons of liberty, 
In chorus join with me, 
To the health of our Noble Grand; 


And may each brother be, 
Gay, innocent and free, 


And Bucks be rever'd throughout the land. 
Let joy and mirth be here, 
'To crown the circling year, 
And ſtaunch to order ſtand ; 
; We'll gaily drink and fing. 
/ Till we make the ceiling ring, 
*Tis the health of our Noble Grand. 
Like Nimrod he'll appear, 
When ſeated in his chair, 
3 And his councel around him ſtand; 
| May peace and order reign, 
To crown the happy train, 
Of our Noble Grand. 
C H E. 
Ve ſons of liberty, 
In chorus join with me, 

To the health of our Noble Grand; 
And may each brother be, 
Gay, innocent and free. — 

And Bucks be rever'd thro' the land. 
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A MASTER MAS ON's Sora. 
Adam the firſt of human kind, 
Created with geometry, 
Imprinted on his royal mind, 
Inſtructed ſoon his progeny; 
Cain and Seth, who thus improw'd, 
The liberal ſcience in the art 
Of architecture, which they lov'd, | 
And to their ofspring did impart, 
Cain a city fair and ſtrong | 
Firſt built, and call'd it conſerate, 
From Enoch's name his eldeſt ſon, 
Which all his race did imitate; 
By goodly Enoch of Seth's loins, 
Two columns rais'd with mi ighty kill, 
And all his. family enjoins, 
True colonading to fullfil, 


Our father Noah, next appear'd, 
A Maſon too, divinely taught, 
And by divine command, up-rear'd 
T he Ark, that held a goodly freight, 
Twas by true gemetry. 
A piece of architecture fine, | 
Help'd by his ſons, in number three, 
Concurring in the grand deſign, 
.So from the general, none 


Were ſacred, but the Maſons and their Wives, 


And all mankind from them alone, 


Deſcending, archrtecture ſtrives | . To 


YN 
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1 1 J 


Fit to diſperſe and fill the earth, 


2 TIſhnar's large and-lovely plain, 


To Maſonry gave birth, 


For moſt of mankind were employ'd, 
Io build the city and the tow'r ; 
The genial lodge was over-joy'd, 
In theſe effects of Maſons pow'r, 
Till vain ambition did provoke, 
Their Maker to confound their plot,“ 
Yet tho? with tongues confug'd they ſpoke, 
The learned art they n&er forgot. 
G N 
Who can unfold the royal arts, 
Or ſing its ſecrets in a ſong; 
They are ſafely kept in Maſons hearts, 
And to the antient lodge belong. 


P 


Thus when from Babel they diſpers'd, 


In colonies to diſtant climes ; 
All Maſons true who could rehearſe. 
Their works to thoſe of after times, 
King Nimrad, fortified his realm 
By caſtles, towers and city's fair ; 
Mizraim who ruled at Egypts helm, 
Built pyramids ſtupendous there. 


Not Japhet and his gallant breed 
Did in his Maſonry prevail; 
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Nor Shem and thoſe that did ſucceed, 
To promis'd bleſſings by entail, 
For father Abraham brought from Ur, 
Geometry the ſcience good, 
Which he revealed without demur, 
To all deſcending from his blood. 


Nay Jacob's race at length were taught, 

To lay aſide the ſhepherd's crook, 
To uſe geometry were brought, 

Whilſt under Pharoah's cruel yoke, 
Till Moſes maſter Maſon roſe 

And led the holy lodge from thence, 

All Maſons train'd, to whom he choſe, 

His curious learning to diſpenſe, 
Aholibah and Bazebel, 

Infpired men the tent up-reared, 
Where the Shechinah choſe to dwell, 
And geometrick ſkill appeared, 

And when theſe valiant Maſons fill'd 

| Canaan, the learn'd Phcenecians knew, 
The tribes of Tſrael better Kil'd, 

In ture firm and true. 


far Dagdir s houſe i in Goa's town, 
Artfully prop'd by pillars two, 
| . Sampſon s mighty arms pulPd down, 
On lords Philiſtian, whom it ſlew : 
7 ho W s the fineſt fabrick rais'd, 
By Canaan's ſons, could not compare, 


Nia th the Creator's temple rais'd, 


Tor glorious ſtrength and ſtructure. But 


E 


But here we ſtop a while to toaſt, 

O.ur maſter's health and warden's both, 
And warn you all to ſhun the coaſt, / 

Of Sampſon's ſhipwreck'd fame and troth ; 
His ſecrets to his wife diſclos'd, 

His ſtrength was fled, his courage tam'd ; 
To cruel foes he was expos'd, 

And never was a Maſon nam'd. 

c M N Us. 


Who can unfold the royal art, 
Or ſing its ſecrets in a ſong ; 
They're ſafely kept i in Maſon's heart 
And to the ancient lodge belong. 
PART III. 
We ſing of ancient Maſon's fame, ' 
When fourſcore thouſand craftsmen ſtood, 
Under their maſters of great fame, 
Three thouſand and fix hundred gopd 
Employ'd by Solomon the fire, 
And general maſter Maſon too, 
As Hiram was in ſtately Tire, 
Like Salem built by Mafons true. ' 
The royal art was then divine, 
The craftsmen councel'd from above, 
The Temple did all works outſhine, 
The wondering world did all approve, 
Ingenious men, from every place, 
Came to ſurvey the glorious pile, 


- 
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And when return'd began to trace. 
And imitate the lofty ſtile. 
At length the Grecians came to know; 
Geometry, and learn'd the art, 
Which great Pythogoras did ſhow, by 
And glorious Euclid did impart ; 3 
The amazing Archimedes too, - 
And many other ſcholars good, | 
Till ancient Romans did review, 
The art and ſcience underſtood. 


But when proud Afia they quell'd, 
And Greece and Egypt overcome, 
-Þ In architecture they excell'd, „„ 
5 And brought them all to Rome; | 
Where Vitruvius, maſter prime, ; 
Of architects the art improv'd, N ; 
In great Auguſtus” peaceful time, 
When arts and artiſts were beloy'd \ 
They brought their knowledge from the eaſt, 
And as they made the nations yield, 
They ſpread it thro' the north and welt, 
And taught the world the art to build; 
Witneſs their citadels and towers, 
To fortify their legions fine, 
Their temples, palaces, and bowers, 
That ſpoke the Maſons grand deſigns, 4. 
Thus mighty eaſtern kings, and ſome _ 
Of Abraham's race, and monarchs good, \ 
Or | 


Is. 
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of Egypt, Syria, Greece and Rome, 
True architecture underſtood ; 
No wonder then, if Maſons join, 
To celebrate thoſe Maſon kings, 
With ſolemn note and flowing wine, 


Whilſt every brother jointly ſings. 
CHORYU $. | 
Who can unfold the royal arts, 
Or ſing its ſecrets in a ſong, 
They're ſafely kept in Maſons hearts, 
And to this ancient lodge belong. 


PAR T IV. 


a Oh, glorious days for Maſons wiſe, 


O'er all the Roman empire, When 
Their fame reſounding to the ſkies, 
Proclaim'd them good and ufeful men; 


For many ages thus employ d, 


Until the Goth with war-like rage, 
And brutal ignorance deſtroy'd, 
The will of many a learned age, 


15 Var when they conquering were brought, 


T*embrace the Chriſtian faith they foun.!, 


The folly that their fathers wrought, 


In loſs of architecture found, 
At length their zeal ſor ſtately fanes, 
And wealthy grandeur when at peace, 
Made them exert their utmoſt pains, 
Their Gothick buildings to upraiſe, 
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Thus many a ſumptious lofty pile, 
Was raiſed in every chriſtian land, 
Tho' not conform'd to Roman ſtile, 
Let which did reverence command. 
The king and craft agreeing ſtill, 
In well formed lodges to fupply, 
The mournful want of Roman ſkill, 
With their new ſort of Maſon'ty. 
For many ages this prevails, 
Their work is architecture deem'd, 5 
In England, Scotland, Ireland, Wales, 
The craftſmen highly are eſteemed. 
By King's as maſters of the lodge, 
By many a wealthy noble peer, 
By lord and laird, by prieſt and judge, 
By all the people every where. 
So Maſons ancient records tell, 
King Athelſtan of Saxon blood, 
Gave them a charter free to dwell, 
In lofty lodge, with orders good, 
Drawn from old writings by his ſon; 
Prince Edwin, general maſter bright, 
Who met at York the brethren ſoon, 
And to that lodge did all recite, 


FThence were their laws and charges fine, 
In every reign, obſerv'd with care, 
Of Saxon, Daniſh, Norman line, 
Till Britiſh crowns united were, 
5 © | The 
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The monarch firft, of the whole iſleß 

Was learned James, a Maſon king, 

Who firlt of kings, reviv'd the ſtile, 
Of great Auguſtus therefore ſing. 


„ 0-5 1+ It-'$; 
Who can unfold-the royal art,. 
Or ſing its ſecrets in a ſong, . 
They're ſafely kept in Maſons: hearts, 
And to this ancient lodge belong. 


PART 


Thus tho! in Italy the art, 
From Gothick rubbiſh firſt was rais'd,. 
And great Palladio did impart, _ 
A ſtile by Maſons juſtly prais'd, 
His mighty rival Jones, 
Of Britiſh architects the prime, . 
Did build ſuch glorious heaps of ſtones, 
As ne'er were match'd ſince Ceſar's time. 


King Charles the firſt, a Maſon too. 
With ſeveral peers and wealthy men, 

Employ'd him and his craftſmen true, 
Till wretched civil wars began; 

But after peace and crown. reſtor d. 
Tho' London was in aſhes laid, 

Ey Maſons art and good accord, 
A finer London rear'd its head. 
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King Charles the ſecond, raiſed then, 
The fineſt column on the earth, 
Founded St. Paul's, that ſtately fane, 
And royal Change, with joy and mirth; 
But afterward the lodges fail'd, 
Till great Naſſau the taſte reviv'd, 
Whoſe great example ſo prevaii'd 
That ever fince the art has thriv'd. 
Let other nations boaſt at will, 

Great Britain, will now yeild to none, 
For true geometry and ſkill, | 
In: building, timber, brick and ſtone, 

For curious lodges, where we find, 
For architecture of each ſort,, 
 'Thenoble and the wiſe reſort, 
And drink with craftſmen true and kind. 
Then let good. brethren all rejoice, 
And fill. our glaſs with-chearful heart, 
Let them expreſs with chearful voice, 
The praiſes, of the wond'rous art. 
Let every brothers health go round, 
Who proves a Maſon juit and wiſe, . 
And let our maſter's tame reſound, . 
1 noble to the ſkies, . 


CHO R Al $f 
Who can unfold the royal art, 
Or fing its ſecrets in a ſong,. a 
They're ſafely kept in Maſons hearts, 
And to this ancient lodge belong. 
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The WAR DEN SONG. 
When e'er we are alone, 
And every ſtranger gone, 
In ſummer, autumn, winter, ſpring, 
Begin to play, begin to ſing, 
The mighty genius of the lofty lodge; 


In every age, 
That did engage, 


And well inſpired the prince, the prieſt, the Jodgey 


The noble and the wiſe to join, 
In rearing Free Maſon's deſigns 


The grand deſign to rear, 
Was ever Maſon's care, 

From Adam down before the flood, 
Whoſe art Old Noah underſtood, 
And did impart to Japhet, Shem and Ham, 

Who taught their race 
To build apace, 
Proud Babel's town and tower, until it came 
To be admir'd too much, and then, 
Diſperſed were the ſons of men. 
But tho their tongues confus'd, 
In diſtant climes they us'd, 
They brought from Shina orders good, 
To rear the art they underſtood, 
Therefore ſing firſt, the princes of the iſle ; 
Next Belus great, 
Who fix'd his ſeat, 
In Old Aſſy ria, building ſtately piles, 


EL: 7 
And Mizraim pyramids among, 
The other ſubjects of our ſong. 
And Shem, who did inſtill, 
The uſeful wond'rous ſkill, 
Into the minds of nations great, 
And Abram next, who did relate 
Th' Aﬀyrian learning to his ſons,. that when 
In Egypt's land, 
By Pharoah's hand 
Were roughly taught, to be moſt ſkilful men, 
Till their gtand maſter roſe, | 
Abd them deliver d from their ford: 
But who can fing his praiſe, 
Who did the tent upraiie ; 
Then fing, his workmen true as ſteel, 
Aboliah and Bazaleel, 
Sing Tyre, and Sidon, and Pheneclans old; 
But Sampſon blot, 
| His name forget, 
He blab'd his ſecrets to his wife, who ſold 
Her huſband, who at laſt pull'd down: 
The houſe on all in. Gaza's town. . 


But Solomon the king, 

With ſolemn note we ſing, Bo, 

Who. rear'd to. length the grand aefipn, | 

. By wealth and power, and art divine ; . 
Help'd by the learned Hyram, Tyrian prince, 

By craftfmen good, | | 
That underſtood, | 

Wiſe Hyram. Abif's charming influence, le 
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He aided Jewiſh maſters bright, _ 
Whoſe curious work none can reclta. 


Theſe glorious Maſon kings, 
Each thanktul brother ſings, 
Who to its zenith rais'd the art, 
And to all nations did impart, 
The uſeful {kill from the temple fine 
To every land, 
And foreign ſtrand, | 
The craftſmen march'd and taught the grand defighy 
Of which the kings with mighty peers, | 
And learned men were overſecrs, 


Diana's temple next, 
In Leſſer Aſia fix'd, | 
And Babylon's proud walls, the feat 
Of Nebuchadnezzar the great ; 
The tomb of Mapſolus, the Carian king, 
With many a pile, 
Of lofty ſtile, 
In Africa and Great Aſia ſing, 
In Greece, in Sicily and 13 
That had theſe nations overcome, 


A FREE MASON's SONG, 
Come Jet us prepare, 
We brothers that are, 
Afﬀembled on a merry accafion, 
Let's drink, laugh and ſing, 
Our wine has a ſpring, 
Here's a health to an Accepted Maſon, 
Ler's drink, &e, The 
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The world is in pain, 
Our fecrets to gain, 
And ſtill let them wonder and gaze on, 
They ne er can diving, 
The word or the ſign, 
Of a Free and Accepted Maſon. 
They ne'er can &c. 
* Fs this, and 'tis that, 
They cannot tell what, 
Vihy ſo many great men in the nation, | "1 
Should aprons put on, 
And make themſelves one 
With a Free and Accepted Maſon, 
Should apron, &c. | 


Great kings, dukes and lords, 

Have laid by their ſwords, 
Our myſtery to put a bright face on, 

And ne'er been aſham'd, 

To hear themſclves nam'd, . | 
With a Free and Accepted Maſon. | | © 


And nt'er been, & c. 8 lM 


Antiquities pride, 
We have on our fide, 
It maketh men juſt in their ſtation, 
There's nought but what's good, 
| To be underſtood, | 
By a Free and Accepted Maſon, 
There's nought, &c, 
Then join hand in hand, | 
To each other firm ſtand, Lers 


ft 


Madame, you be de very pretty lady dat I ever fine 7 in 
ſtce dat taper waiſt, dat lilly vite hand, deſe ſnowy vite 
glaſſes dat ſet my ſoul on fire! eh, madame, me die for 


love of you, juſt now preſently, eh, madame, me will 
love you, and me will marry you, 
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Let's be merry, and put a bright face on, 
What mortals can boaſt, 
So noble a toaſt, 
Asa Free and Accepted Maſon. 
What mortal, &c. 


We're true and ſincere, 
We're juſt to the fair, 
Who will truſt us on ex'ry occaſion, - 
No mortals can more, 
The ladies adore, 
Than a Free and ee Maſon. 
No mortals, & c. 


The COURTSHIP. 


A heautiful lady from fair London town, 

Was wo'd by a Frenchman, a Teague and a Clown, 
With others who fain would be bone of her bone, 
And the courtſhip, gentlefolks Dll to ycu relate, 
The firſt that appear'd was a man of the mode, 

A Frenchman by birth, Spitalfields his abode, 


He addreſs'd this fair lady een taſte alamode. 
And thus he faid, 1 


all my life; you make my very heart jump for joy, to 


bubbies: by gar madame, you eyes be de two burning 
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The next was a Teague, from Dublin came o'er, - 
Quite proud to ſet foot on Britannia's great ſhore, 
Ah hone, my ſoul, he was devilim proud, and damn- 
able poor, 
And thus he ſaid; 
Ari ah by my ſhoul dear honey joy now madam, if you 
was in Dublin city, Td be after ſwearing you was one 
of the tineſt ladies in all London, ſetting afide my lord 
lieutenant and two or three thouſand more; look you 
dear joy, I am as great as any man in Ireland, look you, I 
brought over with me from Dublin city its own ſelf, as 
much money as you and yourſelf can carry ; I have a 
preſont ofa ring with a diamond in the middle of it, as 
big as a potatoe, and the devil take my ſhoul dear honey 13 


if I don't make you as good a huſband as no man living, \ 
Fol de rol, &c. 


Ĩ be next that appear d was a quaker ſo prim, 
With his primitive face and very broad brim, 
He addreſs this fair lady 5 moving a limb, „ 
And thus he ſaid, 
Fair lump of earth, ſnun the addreſſes of the profane, 
and fly the wickedneſs of this our Babylon; look un- 
towards me, even as I look untowards thee, in the ſpirit 
{118 olf truth, in the ſpirit of faithfulneſs; fain would I 
14 .  - * have thee become bone of my bone, yea and I would 
_" raiſe ſeed unto thee, yea, and thou ſhalt prove fruitful 
as the tender vine, which groweth hy the water-ſide, 


even ſo oy I, Ezekiel Zacharias Humph. „ 
Tol de rol, &c. 
Ra 


FFP 


— 


E 


The next that appear'd was a terrible blade, 
If ſo we may ſay, was a ſoldier by trade, 
He ſwore that no other, this lady ſhould wed, 


For z---ds and blood, fire and ſword, madam, my name 


is captain Flaſh, and if &er J meet my rival in your beau- 


ty, Pl1 ſtick him againſt the wall, flay thouſands, ma- 
dam, to make you ſmile, cut off their legs and make 
them dance on their ſtumps to give you joy, I m noble 
and great as Cefar, damme. Tol. lol. &c. 


The next that appear'd was a Devonſhire clown, 
Who to court this fine lady was ſent up to to town, 
He made a low bow, and then ſet himſelf down, 
| And thus he ſaid, DL 
Ads woons and heart, vair maid, yous main vine in your 
lac'd lappets and filken gown, Iſe know not how to 
court ſuch a vine lady as you, not I; Iſe een go into 
my own country and aſk vather, adſwoons, if you was 
down in our town, vather muſt cen take down one zide 


on's houſe to let you in: odſlikens, there are eyes as 


black as ſoot, cheeks as red as hung beef, and bubbies 
as ſoft as good vat bacon, an ſo to make no more bones 


2 t, an you'll have me, why I'll have you, an that's all 


that 1 can zay to the matter, vair miſtreſs, 
Tol. lol, . | 


The next that appear'd was a jolly briſk tar, 
From Admiral Pocock enrich'd, by the war, 
And he of all others thought himſelf on a par, 
And thus he ſaid, | 8 
N Well, 


| 1 
Well, my heart, we are now within gua-ſhot of each 
other, you may as well bring too, and let thc parſon 
laſn us both together, here am I that ſays it, that ought 
not to fay it, as well rig'd as any man in London, by 
G---d thouart a tight little frigate, and well rig'd too; 
now, if you was gnnnel deep in a good feather bed, and 
I along fide of you, if not a head of me, I'd croud all AE 
the ſail I could to come up with you, I'd board your 
poop, laſhmy main yard faſt to your larboard quarter, 
and if I did'nt find out your gang-way, damme. 


The POLITICAL SPORTSMAN, 


Hark, hark! parſon Horn calls the patriots abroad, 
To his cries my brave boys and away, 
Britannia's deep wounds and fair liberty's cauſe, p 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we feel in ſo glorious a cauſe, 
To covert each traitor now flies 
| Follow, follow, we'll ſoon overtake them, huzza, | , 
The victims are ſeiz'd on and dies, 


Britannia returning with conqueſt compleat, 
Like Britons be ſtout and be gay, 

How ſweet the ropoſe of ſo noble a toil, 

Again ſhall fair union diſplay, 

With peace, love and wine, future ſtateſmen defy, 
The tranſports of freedom 1s ours, 

Since lite without liberty's nought but a jeſt, 

Let's ſtrew the way over with flowers. Be |! 


The 


— 
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The honeſt Com MoN-CoUuncil-MaANe 


A new Common-council-man, a ſpirited tellow, 

When ſober. a prince, and a monarch when mellow, 

Whatever he thought, he with confidence utter'd, 

And deſpig'd the poor fool who his ſentimentsmutter'd. 
| Derry down, down, derry down. 

He liberty loves, in the laws he delights, 

Would have Britiſh electors defend all their rights, 


He abhors the mean flave who would publiſh a poll,. 
And city addreſſers deteſts from his ſoul, 
Derry down. 


With raptures he mentions the name of our mayor, 
To Beckford's long life was this man's daily prayer, 
And Townſend and Sawbridge demands his eſteem, 
Who liberty off, are reſolv'd to redeem. 

Derry down. 


Let Taylors in council here meaſure adviſe, 


Such wretches as thoſe he has learn'd to deſpiſe, 


Let goldſmiths and grocers gainſt laws make a pother, 
| Confuſion t to them, and the fam'd city mother, | 


— down. 


Was it not to a citizen juſtly provoking, 


When Harley and Allſop confeſs'd themſelves jokingy, 


But they who have intereſt only in view, 
Are always 1n jeſt for they never ſpeak true. 


But the true hearted boys who contend for our laws, 
In defence of our freedom, and each noble cauſe, 
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Are ever in earneſt, whilſt noodles are jeſting, 


And dare to remonſtrate, in ſpite of proteſting 
Derry down, down, down , down. 
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O'er moor lands and mountains rude, barren and bare, 
As wilder'd and weary I roam, 

A gentle young ſhepherdeſs hear's me deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home ; 

Yellow ſhea's from rich Ceres her cottage had crown'd, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor, 

| Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly zound, 


And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. 


We fate ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 

Freſh fruits---and ſhe cull'd me the beſt, 

Whilſt thrown from my guard by ſome glances ſke caſt, 
Love lily ſtole into my brealt ; 

I told my ſoft wiſhes---ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Te virgins her voice was divine) 

1 ve rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 

Vet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine. 


Her hair was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek; 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms, 

I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that grow'd on her cheek, 

And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms; 

No jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks by the ſtream, 

Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dreams, 


To 
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Togetlie ive range o'er the flow riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, | 

Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtills, 

And mark out new things for my mule ; 


Th pomp or proud ſplendor ſhe nc'er did aſpire, 


The damſel of humble deſcent, | 
The cottager's peace is well known for her fire, 
And the ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 


The Origin of Enc1:7sn LizerTy. 


Once the gods of the Greeks, at an ambroſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing, 

Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt,. 
Homer ſays the cceleſtials lov'd laughing, 

On each in the Synod the humouriſts roll d, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove, 

He ſung, reparte'd, and ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove, 

Sire Atlas who long had the univerſe bore, 
Grows grievoully tir'd of late, 

He ſays that mankind are mueh worſe than before, 
So he beg'd to be eas'd of his weight, 

Jove knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the w. 
And the hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs pieas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth, 


Like 
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Like a Famond the whole with an atmoſphere crown d, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth, 
With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India beſtow'd, 
Franc and Spain the taught vineyards to rear, » 
What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe beſtow'd,. «- 
And freedom ſhe found flouriſſid here. 
For cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, . 
As guardians to cheriſh the root, 
The bloſſoms of liberty gay ley did ſmile, 
Aud Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: | 
Thus fed and thus bred, from her bounty ſo rare, 
Or preſerve it as free as 'twas given, | 
We will while we've breath, nay we'll graſp it in death, 
Then return it untainted to heaven. 


A NEW SONG. 3 


Puſh about the briſk bowl, I proclaim him an afs, 
That at cares of the world can repine, 5 
Twas our ſorrow to drown'd and diſpel fortunes frown, 
Jove ſent us, Jove ſent us, the juice of the vine; 
Tis but this in all ſets true friendſhip protects. 
And eradicates the lamp of our clay, | 
This the parſon's looks teach, tho” againſt it they preach. 
So regard them, regard them, who pleaſes, I ſay. 
*Tis not long ago ſince a vicar we know, 
But whoſe name 'tis ungodly to tell, 
Round the bottle and bow] fat many a good fout,. 
Full of glee, till ding dong, went the bell ; 
Then heaving-a hick-up, and chair with a kick-up, 
I mult go, or the church will complain, But 
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But friends don't think me rude, I ſwear by my prieſt- 
I'll juſt preach, and be with you again. [hood 
So the parſon went ſtrait, tho' he ſtagger'd in gait, | 
With his ſermon in mem'ry's large cheſt, 
To the pulpit he roſe but ſoon fell in a dofe, 
And roar'd excellent wine, I proteſt ! 
The whole congregation, in great conſternation, 
Left the church with a ſigh at the cauſe, 
But the clerk more devout, cry'd, Sir, Sir, they're all out, 
O then fill them again, my hrave boys = 
Tho' the law has deſign'd, juſtice ſhould be blind, 
She'll peep, if ſelt- int'reſt but call, 5 
And I'm certain you wou'd, with a hogſhead that's good, 
Bribe the council, judge, jury and all; 
I was one of the queſt, on a man gone to reſt, 
And ſaid felo-de- ſe, if it is ſo, 
Cry'd the firſt of the Jury, and damn'd like a fury, 
Sir, not your fellow, I'd have you to know. 
I once kept a kind miſs, and ſurpriz d her with . 
With a quaker. a cuckoldy knave, 
Why how now falſe punk,, oh my dear I was drunk 
As ſhe reaſoned ſo well, I forgave, | 
If to drink be a fault, for ſo we are all taught, 
And old Noah would tipple they ſay, | = 
Then we gather from hence, that all mortals of ſenſe, a 
Should be ſons of old Noah, huzza. | 


The 
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If a new-faſhion'd way he could dreſs her toupee, $ 


Wh 
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The. OLD WI 


A tonſor renown'd for his puff and his parts, 
Who has gain'd far and near, all the pretty maid's hearts, 


Buy Cupid was punith'd for running his rig, 
And his heart ſet in flames for Mis Patty's old wig. 


And his heart, &e. 


His paſſion at firſt made him pipe all the day, 

Till paper'd his mind he to her did ſay, 

In words ſweet as oil, the meaning quite big, 

H begging the honour to flux her old wig, 
Humbly begging the, &c. 


He next b his cloak and approach'd the fair maid, 
And keen as a razor was all that he ſaid; 


Yet ſcornful at laſt ſhe deſpis'd all his gig, 


And told him he never ſhould flux her old wig. 
| And told him, &c, 


But not quite diſmayed with the nympths firſt denial, 
With his pole and his waſh-balls he propoſed a trial, 
So down on the bed he implor'd her to lig. 


For by Jove, he declar'd he would flux her old wig. 


For by Jove, &c. 


Be gone, cry'd the laſs, with your waſh-ball and pole, 


J hate and dee them, I do, on my ſoul; 
No longer purſve like an obſtinate pig, 


For you never ſhall buckle or flux my old wig, _ 


For you never, &c. 
Vet ſtill he went on and infiſted to ſee, 
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He begg'd ſhe'd not think him a frib'ling prig, 
For many well knew he could flux an old wig 
| For many well knew, &. 


The nymph now grew tir d, her virtue grew flack, 


And the barber ſoon tumbled her down on her back, 


From love's luſcious baſon took a fine ſwig, 
And finely he fluxed and oiled her wig. 

And finely, &c, 
The buſineſs once over, the laſs lik'd the ſport, _ 
But the ſhaver took leave, ſtrait another to court, 
His end he has gain'd, ſo he cares not a fig, 


The d---l for him. may now flux her old wig. 
The d for him, &c. 


The OLD HAT. 
To Chloe young Damon had long told his tale, 


Vet over her virtue could never prevail, 


He prais'd her, he prefs'd her, he kiſs'd and all that, | 
Yet ſhe vow'd that he never ſhould touch her old hat, 
Touch her old hat, touch her old hat, 


Yet ſhe vow'd that he never ſbou'd touch ber old hat. 
It happen'd he met her one day in the grove, | 


He preſs'd her, and told her again of his love; 
Yet ſtill ſhe cry'd fye, Sir, what would you be ar, 


Do you think that you ever ſhall touch my old hat, 


Touch my old hat, &c. 
The place was ;ioviting no creature was near, 


7 And Damon determined to caſt away fear, 


And 
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And while his heart danced in his breaſt pit- a- pat, 


| He ſwore by Jong Cupid he'd feel her old hat. 


He ſwore by young, &c, 


The nymph now N ſtruggl d, threaten'd and ſwore 


And ſaid all ſhe conld to eſcape from his power, 
His end ſhe declar'd he ſhould never come at, 


And vow'd ſhe ſhould die if he touch'd her old hat, 
| And vow'd, &c. 


Let al was in vain his paſſion grew ſtrong, 
On the graſs he then laid miſtreſs Chloe alone, ll 


But {till ſhe cry'd, fye, Sir, what would you be at, 
Oh, ! rot ye, Oh, curie ye, you'll tear my old hat. 
+ Oh, rot ye, &c. 
The youth gain'd his point and ſince the fair maid, 
Of Damon, has not been ſo ſorely afraid, 
She ſeldom enquires what he would be at, 


So he does what he pleaſes with Chloe's old hat. 


So he does what he pleaſes, &c. 


Madam Chloe affects now more to be coy, 
But willing as Damon will puſh for the joy; 1 
Now Damon's ſtrong paſion is grown ſomewhat flat, 3 


Since he finds her as eaſy as any old hat. 
| Since he finds her, &c, 


The JOLLY FISHMONGER, 
A jolly young Fiſhmonger liv'd in the Strand, 
As merry a Grig as was known in the land, 


For when at the Dolphin around the full bowl. 
He would drink like a fiſh, and was reckon'd a foul. 
Derry down, "OY 
- His 
. - 
| - 
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" His heart that had been for twice fifteen years, 


As ſound as a roach, was, he found touch'd at laſt, 
With an arrow as ſharp as à hook it is ſaid, 
Cupid caught him and made him in love with a maid. 


This damſel might then a bright beauty be ſtibd, 


Her cheeks were as red as a lobſter when boil 'd, 


"Js happen'd one day in a good humour he found her, 


Her eyes too, as learned hiſtorians remark, 
Shone Juſt like two whitings when plac'd in the dark. 


When he aſk'd the queſtion at firſt ſhe ſeem'd coy, 


And vow'd that no mortal her ling ſhould enjoy, 


And when her ſoft boſom he offer d to feel, 


| She dab'd him and lip'd through his hand like an cel, 


At length by intreaty the jade grew ſo free, 


She ſtrok'd his fat gills as ſhe ſat on his knee, : 


And what too perhaps you may think very odd, 
She always delighted to play with his cod. . 


He caught her and laid her as flat as a flounder, 7 55 
Then did what he pleas'd in a loving embrace, 54 
Would you not wiſh for to be in his place. . [out _ 


Some months had rolPd on when the neighbours ſmelt 


3 3 
- 2 Lg +4 : 
+» „ N 
* * Gs. 


What Jack and his hand-maid had both been about, 
They giggled and pointed, and cry'd out in ſcorn, 
A thornback hay got a red herring with ſpawn. _ 


The PoLtTicaL BAGFIrER | 


Bro Johnny Boot was a bonny muckle mon, ; a 
Fra Scotland he came wi his broad ford i in hand, 
0. Ee He 
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He came at che head of a bonny muckle clan, 
Who the de'il could bis muckle ſuit withſtand, 
He look'd ſo neat, 
And kiſs d ſo ſweet, 
That a dame of renown ſoon gave ear to bis fait, 
| Then his pipe he lug'd out, 
| And ye need not doubt, 
But a concert he play d with her German flute, 
Quoth he bonny laſſie your flute gangs weel, 
And keeps gude time with my bagpipe clear, 
Sic mufic as this ſure ne er can fail, 
In time to accord with an Engliſh ear, | 
For what muſic ſo ſweet, 
Or what harmony complet, | | 
As a bagpipe join'd with a German flute, 1 5 
I | Then turning up her eyes, 
B ' Strait the muckle dame replies, 
_- When the bagpipe is play'd by my Johny & Boot. 
. Play away bonny lad I've good ſtore of gold, 
"Your bag ſhall be full while your pipe it can in play, 
You neer ſhall return to a climate fo cold, 
For your kiſſes are warmer and ſweeter thas «May, 
Quoth he do not mourn, 43 
For I ne er will return, | * ty 
_ here I can taſte ef tho geilen fry FE LE . 
Then his pipe he afſay'd, 5 5 
And another lilt he play d, „ oF 
In concert feet with kh Gamba" | 4 Ke. . 
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Away Engliſh fools ye no more ſhall pretend, 
In muſic to vie with a bonny highland mon, 
No more ſhall the laſſes of England commend, 
The fam'd Triſh jig, when compar'd to my John, 
For a quick merry ſtrain, 
ED That enlivens each vein, . 
Who the de'il with a Scotchman ſhall ever 8 
| But a bagpipe alone, e! 8 
Has too much of the drone. Ts 
And needs muſt be join'd by my German flute. 
Come on bonny lads, with pleaſyre advance. 
Your poor empty ſcrips and your wallets diſown, 
John a Boot bears the bell, Sir, and leads up the dance, 
In the grand maſquerade at the thiſtle and en 
There ſweet · meats and wire. . 
Slhall eatreat you to dine, 
Your hufiger aſwage and your ſpirits 1 recruit; 
While more ſoft to the ear, 2 2 
| Hark, the bagpipe fo clear, + +. / ks 
In concert reſound with the German flute. 


A fine Engliſh fiddle accords to the ſtrain, 
A better ſure never was play'd on before, 
The French-horn at a diſtance would join. it amain, 
And the Spaniſh guittar play an overture in 3 
But woe to the land, 
- - If they join in the band, 


e e 
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Soon the fiddle word break and fiddle flick to boot, 
For an Engliſhman born, 
| Should def) piſe a French horn, 
Tao: his ear may be tickled by the German flute, 38 


*. 


RULE BRITANNIA. 


When Britain firſt at heaven s command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain, 
Rule Britannia, Britainnia rule the waves, 
For Briton's never ſhall be ſlaves, 


The 1 nations not ſo bleſs'd as thee, 
Shall in their turns to tyrants fall, . 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
Le dread and envy of them all, 
Rule Britainnia, Xe. 0 
St more majeſtic ſbalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies 


Se" but to root thy native oak; EET. 
| Rule Britainnia, dec. 


* 


The havelty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All their attempts to py thee down, 
Will but arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 


And work their woe and thy renown, _ 
; Rule Britainnia, &c. 


\\ 


\ 
* . 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thuy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, All 
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All thine, ſhall be the ſubje&t main, 
And every ſhore en-circle thine, 
Rule Britannia, , 


The 208 ſtill a freedom found, 
Shall to thy haypy coaſt repair, ) 
Bleſt Iſle, with matchleſs beauty crown'd, , 
And ert hearts to guard the fair. 
c HO R U s. 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Briton s never thall be ſlaves. X 


SPARKLI NG: CHAM PAIGN., 
Ye dull thinking FRO who by W are reed. 


| That are ſtrangers alike both to joy and to reſt, 7 
Acdhere to my maxims, ll teach you the way, 


To be ever contented, good-humour d and gay,, 155 
No remedy's ſurer to drive away pain, | 


Than a bumper of claret or ſparkling e 


Sparkling champaign, 
Than a bumper of claret or ſparkling Rows: 04-4. > 


Ye lovers who live by the ſmiles of the fair, 
Whom a frown from.your miſtreſs can drive to diſpair, . 


Should ſhe chance to prove peviſh. ill ntur d or hy, 


Why leave her alone, or flatter and figh,, __ © 
Deſpiſe all her arts and forget her diſdain, 


r hampaign. obo 
parkling champaign, | 


29M a bumper of claret or ſparkling — - 
O. „„ | _ When: 


_ 
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When the huſband i is jealous, or dull or unkind, 

Let his ſpouſe give him thie, and ſhe'll ſudenly wa, 
His mind *twill enliven, his care *twill remove, 

And wake in his boſom. the tranſports of love; 

At a charge ſo'i inviteing what wife can. refrain, 

From bleſſing the virtue of ſparkling champaign. 
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SFparkling champaign, 
From bleſſing the virtue of. ſparkling * 5 


"RN E U S: 0 N G. 
Joha Appleby was the man name, 1 
And he liv'dat:the fign of the kettle, 
His wife the was call'd Quiet Joan. . 
Becauſe ſhe could. ſcold but littlqm 
| Jobs to theale-houſe would 'ge,, ꝑ 
Joan to the tavern would run, 
John would get drunk with the women, 
Joan! would: 1 de drunk with the men, 
| Tol. tol; de rol, dee. 


'"Jokp, would ſpend his own'two=pence,, 
And Joan would ſpend her groat, 
Joan would pawn her beſt jacket, 
And John would pawn his beſt coat, £7: 
John ſet the pottage pot by, 3 Spe” 

Joan ſent the braſs kettle to ſell, . i 
The money came readily in, Kits 
| And * * ſpent it ines. 25 
55 e PP ne o e. 
. eſt : ' : | | Thou. 
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And thinking to end the quarrel, 


FW 
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Thou art a baſe huſſey, ſays Ich, 
For ſelling my pewter and braſs, 
And thou art a cuckold, ſays Joan; 
For thy ears are as long as an afs;- 1 


7 


ui bang thee huſſey, ſays John, f 


If you give me another croſs wordz - 


And for thy fury and vapours, 


I tell thee, I care not a td. 
bo V 
John he was no great eater,. „„ 

And Joan ſhe was no glutton, 


And for to pickle their throats, 


They bought. them a ſhoulder of m muttan 3 3. 
John in an angry mood, 


Took the mutton in his hand, So 44 
And out of the window %%% "3 
But Joan ſhe was ot = Bonds, OS 
Tol, derol, & 
Joan the was at « f | PL: 
. But of it ſhe made no matter, OE EO 
\ Immediately took in her hand, 
And after it threw the platter z > N : 
An old woman coming by, 
And ſeeing the-the mutton lay, : 


Cnr up the Platter and en, 


e eee eee 1 
1 | Tol, en, &e. 
rissen s ta eee ee 


But 
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But before chey had ieee ͥ 
They left ne er a drop in the barrel; 8 
They bang d the barrel about, 11 
Pull'd out the ſpiggot too, „ 
For we'll get drunk to night, . 
For what.haye we elſe to do. £ — 
Tol, 4 oa, Ke. 


A. N E W s ON G. 


The greateſt of bleſſings of life as we paſs, 
Is a bruſh in a chimney and cheriſhing glaſs. - 
To heighten our ſſ pirits and cauſe them'to flow, 
And give us freſh vigour to ſweep as we go, 
Tho I ſweep too and fro? Vd have you to.know,,, || * 
We all love to ſweep in the chjmney below. | TE : 


My lady ſhe ſweeps with the ſteward you know, 7 
My lord he ſweeps with the d---1 knows who, | | 
There's Johny ſweeps. Betty, and Betty ſweeps John, 
And chro the parlour aud kitchen doth it run. 
„ ſweep, &c. 
Here“ 8 a chimney | "Dk Germany, if you'll prefume, 
To ſweep it, why chen, you muſt bring a Sach broom, 
| Wi handle is tall, and firſt had its root, 
- *Tween a couple of ſtones, in the iſland of B- te. 
Tho!” I. ſweep, &c. 


The chimney ſo muta each niche to be ſeen, 
By the pains that they take you'd ſwear they were clean. 
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Bot be not deceiv'd, for tis true, by my ſoul. ; 


For by e ſweeping, they often grow foul, 


Tho' I fweep, &c. 


The fair city: alan now think mean for to go, 
To Haberdaſher's-hall, but muſt hie to Sobo, 


 Andchallenge at ſweeping, my lady or grace, 


For they'll hs a broom with the beſt in the place. 
* | Tho'lI ſweep, &c. 


Here 8 4 bore -fiairs and. ſweeping below, - 
And the merchant he ſweeps: his. maid Sally, youknow,. 


And Sall ſweeps the clerk, and ſhe tells him the fun, 
oY the cle rx he tells een who ſweeps in return. 


Tho' I ſweep, See. 
. ans we fk; nad are e frept. as thro life we paſs, _ 
May it ſtill be the comfort and toaſt of each glaſs # 
It's a cuſtom ſo ancient, ſo pleaſing a ſport. 
en it's the faſhion G to tollow the court. 7 
IS. 1 Tho I my &e. 


bn SOMETHING, NEW. 

Among all the arts to pleaſe we purſue, | 
Our ſureſt fucceſs fill attends on what's new, / 
Tis novelty pleaſes alike one and all, | | 
The higheſt, the loweſt, the great and the ſalt 
To your ſervices bound, to your pleaſure. fil true, 
We humbly now offer you ſomething that's new. 


"To obtain this great point tho” often we try, 


Our flower-dreſy'd ſonnets ſoon languiſh and die, 
We The. 
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The ſoft arts of love and the heroes due praiſe, 

Have long been worn out and unfit for our lays,. 

Vet ſtill as your pleaſure is all we've in view, 

What we offer at preſent we hope will be new. 

Ye wits and ye critics, ye belles and ye beaux, 

Ye lovers of wine and ye lovers of cloaths 

Ve lovers of woman, of rattle and wit, 

To each and to all our ſong now is writ 

To pleaſe all alike, we ſtrive now to do, 

Which if we effect, will be ſomething new. 

When the wits ſeem to cenſure the unthinking age 
Wben eritics in praiſe of the moderns engage, 

When fops ceaſe admiring their dreſs and their parts, 
When belles ceaſe their ogleing and angling for hearts 

When the toper his bottle ſhall ceaſe to purſue, 

Te all muſt agree it will be ſomething new 91 

When gameſters grow honeſt and quit cards and dice, 

When prudes ſhall ceaſe calling of wenching a vice, 

When tattlers ſhall. ceaſe at each other to rail, 

And truth, honeſt truth, ſhall oer flander prevail, 

When all married folks to each other prove true, 

Vou will readily cry, this is ſomething new. 
When the laugher ſhall ceaſe to be pleas'd at a Joke 
When the courage of bragers ſhall ceaſeto be ſmoak, 

When miſers forget their old hoards to encreaſe, 

When party, and rage thro the nation ſhall ceaſe, 

When all this ſhall happen, I doubt not but you, 
— your * and this is true. - 
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The feſtive board was met the ſocial band, 


Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent ſtand ; 


My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule, 
No brow auſtere, muſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within, 
Old care, begone , here ſadneſs is a fin. | 
WY A IR. 

Tell me not the joys that wait, | 

On him that's learned. or him that's great, 

Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe, 

Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe; _ 

The queen that gave ſoft wiſhes birth, 

Me their friend and favourite own, 
_ * TT was born for them alone, 

| Buſineſs, title, pomp and ſtate, 

Give them to the fools I hate, 

But let love and life be mine, 

Bring me woman, bring me win e, 

Speed the dancing hours away, 

Mind not what the grave-ones fay, 

Gaily let the minutes fly, Nö 

In wit and freedom, love and j joy; 

So ſhall love, ſhall life be mine, 
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The CONTENTED MILLER, 


Ina plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 
With a mill and ſome meadows, of a freehold eſtate, - 
A well meaning miller, by labour ſupplies, 1 
Thoſe bleſſin 85 which nature to grand ones denies, : 


No paſſion to plague him, no cares to torment him, 
His conſtant companions are health and content, 
Their lordſhips in lace, may take note if they will, 
For he's honeſt tho? daubed with the duſt of his mill, . 


F're the larks early carrol ſalutes the new day, 
He ſprings from his cottage; as jocund as 4522 44 
He chearfully whiſtles regardleſs of care, | 
Or ſings the laſt ballad, he bought at the fair, 


While the courtiers are toiled, in the cobwebs of date, 

Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great, 

No fraud nor ambition, his boſom does fill, 
Contented he works if there 8 ist! in the mill, 


On Sunday bedeck'3 in home ſpun array, Dy: 5 VE | 
'At church, he is the loudeſt to chant or to pray, "6 
Sit's down to a dinner, of plain. Engliſh food, 


And tho api his pudding his appetite's good, 


At night when the prieſt and exciſe-men are gone, 

He quaffs in the alchouſe, with Roger and 2 
Then returns to his pillow and dreams of no ill, 
No monarch's more bleſs'd than the man of the mill, 
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The IRISH HUN 3 
Fark, hark, jolly ſportſman a while to my tale. 
Which to pay your attention, I'm ſure cannot fail, Y 


| "Tis of lads and of horſes, and dogs, that ne'er tire, 
O'er ſtone walls and hedges, thro' dale, hrog and brier. 


A pack of ſuch hounds, and a ſet of ſuch men, 
Tis a ſhrewd if ever you meet with again, 

Had Nimrod the mightieſt of hunters bden there, 
Fore God he'd have ſhook like an aſpin for fear. 


In ſeventeen hundred, forty and four, | 
The fifth of December, I think twas no more, 

At five in the morning, by moſt of the clocks, 
We rode from ill Kruddery, in ſearch of a fon. 
The Lauglins town landlord, the bold Owen Bray, 
And Squire Adair, was with us that day, 

Joe Debil, Hall Preſton, that huntſman ſo ſtout, 
Dick Holmes, a few others and fo we ſet out. 


We caſt of our hounds: for an hour or more, 
When Wanton ſet up a moſt tunãble roar, 

Hark to Wanton cry'd Joe, and were not ſlack, i 
For Wantons no trifle eltcemeg. 1 in the pack, 

Old Bonny and Colliers, came readily in, 
Andevery hound joined in the muſical din, 

Had Diana been there ſhe'd been pleaſed to the lite, 
And one of the lads got a goddeſs to wife. 
Ten, minutes paſt nine, was the time of the day. 
When Reynard broke cover, and this was his way, 
Z P | Ay 
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As ſtrong ftom Killegar, as tho he could fear none, 
Away he bruſhed round, by the houſe of Kilkernan. 


To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherry woods then, 
Steep Shank-hill he climbed and to Ballymanglen, 
Bray commons he croſs'd, leapt lord Angleſeys wall, 
And ſeemed to ſay little, I value you all. 


He ran Buſh's grove up to Carbury Byrns, + 


Joe Debhill, Hall Preſton, kept leading by turns, 


'The earth it was open, yet he was ſo ſtout, 
'Tho' he might have got in, yet he choſe to keep out. 


To Malpas high hill's was the way then he flew. 
At Dalkey ſtone common we had him in view, 


He drove on by Bullock through Shrub Glanagery, 


And ſo on to Mountown, where Lawrey grew wear x. 


Thro Rocheſter wood. like an arrow he paſſed, 
And came to the ſteep hills of Dalkey at laſt, 
There gallantly plung'd himſelf into the ſea, 


- Aud ſaid in his heart ſure none dare follow me. 
But ſoon to his coſt he perceived that no bounds, 


Could ſtop the purſuit of the ſtaunch mettled hounds, 


His policy here did not ſerve him. auth, 
Five couple of tartars, were hard at his bruſh. 


To recover the ſhore then again was his drift, 
But e er he could reach the tap of the clift, 


He found 
Being way laid and killed by the reſt. of the pack. 


both of ſpeed and of cunning a lack, 


At his death there were. preſent. the lads that I've ſung, 
Save ee. who riding a garen w was 1 
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Thus ended at kt a moſt delicate chaſe, 
That held five hours, and ten minutes ſpace. 


We returnedto Kilrud derys plentiful board, 
Where dwells hoſpitality, truth, and my lord, 


We talked o'er the chace, and we toaſted the health, . 
Of they who ne'er varied for the places of wealth. 


Owen Bray baulked aleap, ſays Hall Preſton twas odd 
Twas ſhameful cryed Jack by the great living - 


Said Preſton I hallow'l, get on tho? you fall, 


Or I'Il leap over you, your blind gelding and all... 


Euch glaſs was adapted to freedom and ſport, 


For party affairs, we conſigned to the court, 
Thus we finiſhed the reſt of the day and the night, 
In gay flowing bumpers, and ſocial delight. 


Then till the next meeting bid farewell to each brother, 
90 ſome they went one way, and ſome went the other, 
As Phoebus befriended our earlier roam, 


So Luna took care in conducting us home. 
A NEW SONG. 
In vain I ſtrive refiſtleſs fair, 
To uſe this filly art, 


While theſe rebellious eyes declare, 
The ſecret of my heart. | 


Yes matchleſs maid this falling tear, 
My grief too plainly ſhews, 
And oft the love created fer, 
Has tortured my repole. + 
| P 2 1 
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Yet ſtill in filence have I pined, 

Till juſt to madneſs drove, 

And formed Ideas too refin d . 
Perhaps to dwell with love. 


For if you any youth before, 
| Vou've leaſt a diſtant eye, 
Or heard this melting ſtory o'er, 
| And heaved too ſoft a ſigh. 
Though death attend my knowledge there, 
I wou'd be undeceived, | 
And rather meet the worſt deſpair, 
< Then wiſh to be reliev'd. 
1 A firſt admirer may be ſeen, 
With honour too purſue, 
; 


But ſure a ſecond muſt be mean, 
Ang ſhould be wretch'd too. 


The UNION of LOVE and WINE, 


With women and wine I defy every care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air, 

For life without theſe, for life without theſe, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air. 

Each helping the other in pleaſure we roll, 
A new flow of ſpirits enlivens the ſoul, 

Each helping the other in pleaſure we roll, | 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul. - 
Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, _ 

I never will alter my maxims for them, 
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Icare not how mach, t hey my meaſures decline, 
Let them have their own humour, and I will have 
Wine prudently uſed will the ſenſes improve, 
Tis the ſpring tide of life, and the fuel of love, 
And Venus ner look' d with a ſmile ſo divine, 
| As when Mars bound his head with a vine. | 
Then come my dear charmer, thou nymph ſodivine, 
. Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine, 
Thus giving and taking in mutual return, 
| The torch of our love, ſhall. eternally burn. 


Aut ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion-for wine diſapprove, 
My bumpers I'll quit, to be bleſt with thy love, 


For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 1 
My bottle I'll break and demoliſh my glaſs. . = 
A NEW SONG, = 


g By Mr. L o W E. 


Ye ſubjects of Bacchus who laugh at dull thinking, 
And place all your wiſdom on whoring and drinking, 
Purſue your delights and behold with emotion, 
Your deity ſmiles, and approves your devotion. . 
Drink, drink then and laugh at the folly of life, 
Forget all your ſorrows, death, devil and wife, 

Here's a glaſs to confuſion, may order decline, 
And every diſfinction be drowned in good wine. 
May all things be now, as in the days of old Adam, 
When, the beaſt 3 with maſter and madam, 
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May pimps, bawds and bullies, like birds of a feathen, | 
Drink, laugh ſing and play, and be happy together, 


For ſuch as live ſober, poor pitiful elves, 


* they . ſmall beer and diſpute by themſelves. 
Here's a glaſs, &o. 


Our motto ſhall be drawer, bring the other flaſk, 

Our arms jolly Bacchus beſtriding his caſk, 

And he that ſhall flinch, or theſe orders think much on, 
lay die and be d----nd, with a blot in his ſcutcheon,. 
While each jolly Toper,. with ſix bottles more | 
ne ſtand, till he falls on the floor. 


The TH RUSH. 


Sweet Thruſh that treaſures up the lay, 
Sweeter than Flora can appear, | 
As Philomel attends the lay, 
She envies the return of day; 
The tuneful lyre. and ſwelling flute, 
At thy rich warbling ſhall be mute; 
Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay, 
Treaſure up and end the May. 
Hark, how the che black- bird woo's his love,.. . | 
The ſxill'd phyfician of the grove, 
On thorn as perch'd he. nobly lings, 
A cadence for the ear of kings; 
Sublime : and ſoft, gay and ſorenc... 
A virginal to hail a queen ; z 
Nature's mufic thus improves, 
Alt the graces, all the loves. 
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| The ASSEMBLY. of the GODS:: 


By an edit from Jove all the Deities met, 


On the top of Olympus one day, 


To conſult the true means that would pleaſure beget, 


And the bliſs ſtrait to mortals convey, 
Convey, and the bliſs ſtrait ta mortals convey.. 


Great Juno urg'd power and wealth-as. the-thing, . 


The ſureſt to pleaſe human kind, 
What ſplendour and empire, a ſeeptre, a ling, F 
Was all that e'er fancy could find, 
Could find, was all, &c.. 


But ſweet ſmiling Venus, the. queen of ſoft love, 


Deſcended from Juno's high plan; 
And faid ſhe was certain, that beauty would prove, . > 


The gratefuleſt gift unto. man, 
Unto man, the greatfulleſt, &c. 
Then Pallas appear d, with her · launce and her ſhield, . 
And beauty ſhe ſaid was a toy, 
That wiſdom alone, could true happineſs yeild, 
That wiſdom alone yu neeercloy,, 


That muſic the charms had alone, , 
To lay ev'ry ſorrow, to ſoften, to eaſe... . 
n beauty or wit, or a crown, . 
A crown, beyond beauty, Kc. 


Stern Mars was for laughter, and glory he ſaid, 


Was all n the ſoul could defires 


er cloy, that win Sec. | 
Apollo aid harmony 4 could pleaſe, | 
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Nie ſnrill founding trumpet, the lawrel wreath'd head, | 


Was a greatneſs the world moſt admire, . 
Moſt admire, .was a . . | 


Next Momus appear'd with ſatyrical grin, 
And jeering, his council addreſs'd, 

Ik laughing you deities deem not a ſin, 

Im ſure:it will pleaſe them the beſt, 


The beſt, I' m ſure, &c, 


| Now reeling young Bacchus appear'd with his bowl, 
And begg'd of the court this requeſt, | a 
To taſte of his liqqur.and ſwore by his ſoul, 

That wine would pleaſe mortals the beſt, 


The beſt, that wine, &c. 


The God's al confented and took a large ſup, 
And own'd the moſt pleaſure in wine, 

Jove gave his command ſo the counc il broke up, 
A nd Bacchus came down with+the-vine, .. 


The vine, and Bacchus xc. . 


In wine is compris'd ev'ry joy that we ſhare, 
Tis a friend to wit, wifdom and love, 
It heightens the fancy, it baniſtes care, 
I's a type of the bleſſings above, 
Bleſſings above, it's a type, c. 
Then circle the glaſs and in chorus let's join, | 
To Bacchus our voices we'll raiſe, . 
\ To Bacchus who planted the grapes on the vine, 
To Bacchus is due all our praiſe, 
Our praiſe, to Bacchus! is due, &c. . 


Hail ; 


- 
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Hail, ruddy fac'd God, our wine ſtill protect 
And thus we'll your bounty repay, | 


With heart, hand and bumper, in every reſpect, 


To Bacchus we'll loudly huz za, 
Huzza, to Bacchus, &c. 


ANACREON on Hiwserr. 


When I drain the roſy bowl, 
Toy exhilerates wy ſoul, 
To the nine, I raiſe my ſong 
Ever fair and ever young, 
When full cups my cares expel, 
Sober council fare thee well, 
Let the winds that murmer ſw2ep, 
All my forrows to the deep. 
Let the winds that murmer ſweep, 
All my ſorrows to the deep. | 


A When I drink dull time away, 
| Jolly Bacchus ever gay, 

Lead me to delightful bowers, 

Full of fragrance, full of flowers; 

When J quaff the ſparkling wine, 

And my locks with roſes twine, 

Then T'll praiſe the rural ſcene, 

Sweet, ſequeſter'd and ſerene, 

Then Tl! praiſe, &c. 


When I drink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt fragrance flowing round 
And ſome lovely nymph detain, 

Venus then inſpires the ſtrain ;, 
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When from goblets deep and wide, 

I exhauſt the generous tide, 

All my ſoul unhends---I play, 


Gameſome with the young and gay. 
All my ſoul, &c. 


A N E W] SONG. 


This world is a ſtage, 
On which mankind engage, 
And each act their part in the throng, 
But all is confuſion, . 
Mere folly, delufion, 
And faith nothing elſe but a ſong, a ſong, 
And faith nothing elſe but a ſong. 
The parſon ſo grave, 
Says your ſoul he will fave, 
And point out the right from the wrong. „„ 
After piouſly preaching, 
And long-winded teaching, | 
To Aud pure of his lack with « ſong, AG \ 
| | A ſong, &c. 
The doctor he fills, 
Vou with bolus and pills, 
With aſſurance to make you live long 
But believe me tis true, 
The guinea's in vier, 
And che reſt is all but a ſong, 


A ſong, Sc. . 
The 


* 


. 


A 
The ſurgeon ſo bold, 
His Lancet doth hold, 
And ſlaſnes your body along. 
Small wounds he enlarges, 
To ſwell up your charges, 


His art like the reſt 1 is ſong . 
AC 4 
- The ſoldier be rattles, en 
Ol ſeiges and battle, 
And actions that he's been among, 
His preferment and ſpirit, | 
Are both like his merit, 
Jou ſee-they are bought for a ſong, 


25 A ſong, &. 
he maſter he cries, 
| See the clouds how they riſe; _ 
| 'Up a-loft, my brave lads, it blows ſtrong, 
/ 68 Boy make us ſome flip, 
A nd I'll warrant the ſhip, p 
We'll ſoon reach her port is his ſong, 
His ſong, &e- 
vers d in quirks and in quibbles, 
The lawyer he ſeribbles, | 
And moves his melrefluous tongue, | - 
'Twixt a demurr and vexation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, 
Then fink your eſtate to a ſong, | 
Tr A ſſong, &c, 
The 
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The merchant is bent 
On his twenty per cent, 

To him journal and ledger belong, 
Commiſion and charges 
His profit enlarges, 

Till his ballance may end in a ſong, 


A ſong, &c, 


With powder and lace, 

And effeminate face, 

I be top behold ſtrutting along 

Juſt arriv'd from his travels, 

At nothing he levels, 

But juſt at a dance or a ſong. 

| | | A ſong, &c. 

The gentle coquet, | 

She's all in a fret, 
In the morn it her toilet be wrong, 

The whole day ſhe will paſs, 


o conſult her dear glaſs 
| And: at night dies away with a ſong, 
A bre &c. 
The ſurly old prude, 
She will ſay you are rude, 


For the the bliſs tho? ſhe ſecretly burn, 
But take her aſide, 


Lou may manage her pride, 


And her virtue bring down to a ſong. 
— A ſong, &c. 
| The 


* 
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The courtier he ſmiles, 
At the time he beguiles, . 
And feeds you with promiſes long 
He ſqueeze your hand 


And calls you his friend, ; 
'Tho' he e more than a ſong, 
| A ſong, ! 
Then let's be jolly 


Drive hence melancholy. 
Since we are good fellows among, 
Taſte of life as it paſſes, 
And fill up your glaſſes, 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong. 


A ſong, deo. 


The RIGHT THINKER. 


- What a blockhead i is he who's afraid to die poor, 
We came into the world with our ſkins and no e 3 
For the matter is plain, who worſhips his pelf, 

Is a thief to mankind and a dupe himfelf, 


I'll have women and wine, I'll have horſes and hounds, 


And my taſte in all ſhapes ſball be ruPd by no bounds, 
For the matter, &c. 


"Tis a ſmatch of them all muſt afford the true joy, 
In an olio of ſports that never can cloy, 


For the matter &c, 


If a miſer and rich, the whole world wiſh you dead, 


And your wife or your ſon pluck the praiſefrom your head, 


So the matter, &c. 


. 


„3 
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Leet me bre then thro' life well · beloved at eaſe, . 
. My caſh ſhall provide me whatever can pleaſe, . 
For the matter is plain, who worſhips his pelf, 
Is a tuck to mankind and a dupe to himſelf, 


ENGLISH A 
| RECITATIV E. 
With myrtle leaves and i ivy beriescrowfd | 
=  Godof the grape, no more thy praiſe I chant, 
In amber's cauſe I tune thy gleeful note, 
Bright native beerage of Britannia's ſons, 


8 ON G. 


The truths that I ſing ſure none can deny me, 
They are truths that muſt ever prevail, 
Ve poor dogs of France, we defy ye, defy ye, 
=» By the force of our Engliſh good ale, 
WW -. Good ale, Good ale, 
4 BS 57 By the force of our Engliſh good ale. 


# hw | ** ; 3 
| * 5 7 5 eee ye attempt but in vain are, 
RS £ They're what we expected and fate, | 
: : 4 2 
1 65 e troops and your fleets but in vain are, 


AA the force of our Engliſh good ale, 
| _ Good ale, &e. 


Z 
: T was Spain's great armada did fail, | 


> : Pe > She dealt to the Dons tribulati. n, 
3 * the 4+ 22g of our Engliſh good ale, 


Good ale, c. 


Free 


* 
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„ And thus we Hows them for ever. 


Tho? their loads on our necks they entail , 
There's none like our people ſo clever, 


By the force of our Engliſh good ale, 
0 Good ale, 1 


Free- born, we ſupport our defender, 


To our ſons we hand down the detail; 


; Defy the dee'l, pope and pretender, 


By = force of our Engliſh good ale. 
Good ale, &c. 


PLATO”: ADVICE. 


Says Plato why ſhould man be vain, | 
Since bounteous heaven has made him.pree,- 


Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain, 
On thoſe undeckꝰ'd with wealth or ſtate 

Can coſtly robes or beds of down, 
Or all the gems that deck the fair, my 

Can all the glories of a crown, 3 
Give health or eaſe the brow 41 .. 

The ſcepter'd prince the burthen d flave, 75 

The humble and the haughty die,  * 

The rich, the poor, the baſe the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie, Ts 

00 ſearch tbe tombs where monarchs reſt., 
That once the greateſt titles wore, 75 


* ef 
| Of all their glories are bereft, + © 


And all their honours are no more: 
So flies the meteor through the ſkies,  - - 


A hte rn th pet, 


* *. 7 
* 
1 
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When ſhot, tis gone, its beauty dies, 11 
Diſolves to common air again. | 
So 'tis with ue, my jovial ſouls, 
Let friendſhip reign whi'e here we ſtay, 
* Ler's crown our joys with flowing bowls, 
When Jove he calls we muſt obey. 


9 


THE STOR M, 
Sung by Mr. DO D D. | 


Ceaſe rude Boreas bluſt'ring railer, 
' Liſt ye landſmen all to me, 
Mefs-mates, hear a brother ſailor, 
Sing the dangers of the ſea, 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, TG E 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies, _ | * 
Hark, the boatſwain hoarſly bawling--- 
By topfail ſheets, and haulyards ſtand, 
Down top gallants, quick be hawling, 
AM Don your ſtay-ſaile, hand boys hand. 
HR SR Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, EN 
© The topſail ſheets, now let go, | EY 
© Luff, boys Juff, don't make wry faces, wt” 
. | c Up your topſails nimbly clew. 1 
Now all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arme, 
FIND enjoyments, wanton courting, "LR 
Safe from all but love's alarms. 
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Round us roars che tempeſt louder, 


Think what fears our minds enthrall, 


Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Now again the bo ſen calls, 
The top-ſail yard point to the wind boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe, | 
Let the foreſneet go, .don't mind boys, 
Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe, 
Fore and aft the ſpritſail yard get, 
Reef the mizen ſee all clear, ; 
Hand up each preventer brace ſet, . 
Man the fore yard, cheer lads cheers. . 


Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 


Peal, on peal contending claſh, 
On our head fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſn, 
One wide water all a:ound us, 
All above us one black ſky, 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark ! what means that dreadfullerys. 


| The foremaſt's gone, cries every tongue outy, 


O'er the lee, twelve feet above deck, . 
A' leak beneath the cheſt tree's ſprung outs, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck, . 


Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces, 


Come my hearts be ſtout and boldy, 
Numb the well, the leak encreaſes,, < 
Four feet water in the bald. | 
Wa 


C 
While oer the ſhip,, wild waves are beating 
We for wives or children mourn, 5 
Alas from hence, there's no retreating, | 
Alaſs from hence ther uo return, : 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain pumps are choaked below, 
Heaven have mercy upon us, 
For only that can fave us now. 


O'er the lee beam is the land boys,. 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown, 
To the pump come every hand boys, 
See our mizen maſt is gore, 
The leak we've found it can't pour faſt, 
We' ze have lighten'd her a foot or mare, 
Up and rigg a jury foremaſt, 
© Sherights, ſhe rights, boys, wear of ſhore... 


| N o once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fcrtune ſaved our lives, 
Ccme, the can boye, let's be drinking, 
To our ſweethearts and our wives, 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
___ Cloſe to the lips a brimmer join, 
WM bere's the tempeſt now, who feels it, 
None, our danger's drown'd in wine. 


A NEW SONG. 


While miſers all night, ſtill are watching theis ſtores, 
And by day ſternly drives the diſtreſt from their doors, 
While courtiers each other ſubvert in the ſtate, 


Aud obſtinate churchmen new maxims create. Chas. 
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We're frugally generoue, nor each other wrong, 


But enjoy us at night then conclude with a ſou;.. 


But 357 us, Kc. 


Let ſharpers attempt by falſe arts to en nal ez. 

Pill at length they receive their long merited fare, 
Let ſpend-thrifts conſume till too late they repent, 
The loſs of their riches ſo laviſhly ſpent; . 

Cho. White with honeſt induſtry. we live the day long, 


2 enjoy us at night then conclude with à ſong, 
And enjoy us, &c. 


Tho? e in claret ſuch-virtue profeſs; | 
They'd find it more ſovereign were they to drink leſs, . = 
Tho' rakes ſay in women is center'd our bliſs, . 


They'te reaſon; ſometimes to regret a cloſe kiſs, 
Crxo. Such different Extremes then to us don't belong, 


And yet, Kc. 


e FR and rakes wou'd ye lead happy lives, 


Be moderate in drinking and chuſe modeſt wives, 


Let churchmen with chutchmen and courtiers be friend, 


For on friendſhip all earthly enjoyment depends. 
Cyo. And when ye're united thus laſting and ſtrong, 
Like us you wt be jovial and end with a ſong, 

N Like us you'll, Nc. 


YOUNG DORILAS. 


| Young Dorilas an artleſs ſwain, 
And Daphne pride of weſtern plain, 


5 
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Till heart to heart ſpontaneous flew, 


Both felt the flame, which both conceal, 
Both wiſh the other would reveal, 


She hung with rapture o'er his ſenſe, 


- "Rach vow'd, whilſt each the-vow obſerva, 
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Their flocks together drove, . 
Gay youth ſat blooming on his face, ; 
She no leſs ſhone with. every grace, 
Yet neither thought of love, 
With equal jay each morn they meet, , 
At midday ſeek. the ſame retreat, 
And ſhelter in one grove, . 
At evening haunt the ſelf ſame walk, 
Together innocently talk, 
But not a word of love... 
Hence mutual friendſhip, firmly grew, . _ 


.Like bill to bill of dove. . 


Yet neither ſpeaks of love. 


He doated on her innocence, 
Thus each did each approve, 


The maid was true, the ſwain ner ſwerved,. 
Then every word was love. : 


The CO T. TA G E R.. 
See thou yonder gilded roof, 
Lou may find a ſhelter there, 
But from me retreat thy hoof, 
In my cot no rom for care, 1 6. 
In my 1 for care. 
mY Fora 


_ ; 


E 

Fortune herein on me ſmiles, 

Tho? ſhe gave me nought to ſpare, 
Clog me not with wife or child, 

What have I to do with care, 

N What have I, &e. 

At the tables of the great, 

Whilſt they feed on poiſonous fare, 
Simple is the food I eat, 

Twill not * my palate, care, 

Twill not ſuit, &. 

Whitli e I am not curſs'd, 

Health me guides to fountains fair, 


There I quench my parching thirſt, 


Thus I live unknown to care, 
Thus I Bve; Ge. 


All my gueſts are mirth and love, 
Sports each morn leads here and there, 
I each night account with great Jove, 
On my ground not an inch for care, 
On my OW &e. 


= COMICAL JACK... 
Since on me you call for a ſong, . 


I prithee make no riot, a 


| Ill give you one it ſhan't be long, 


So pray now all be quiet. 


It's of a buxom lad and laſs, 


That one day went a nutting, 


Where Jack he roli'd her on the graſe, 


And ſtopp'd her dumb glutton. | At 


1 IST. 
| Et night at home tben he would play, 
With her ſame----what d'ye call it & 
Says he, my dear, you know to day, 
E gave your a- ſe a ſallad, 


And now Im in the toying mind; | 
1 would again be ſtitching,, . 
Therefore my dear, if you'll be 5 
We'll come here in the kitchen. 
No ſooner ſaid but to't they went. 2 
On a chair both old and craſy, + 
= He with his peg ſtop'd up her vent, 
= And rumple'd all her daizy. 
| | Says, ſhe now dow do it as you did, 
| To day upon the graſs man. * 0 
— — came from o'er their — 
| Pots, pipkins, diſhes, ſaucepane,, - 2 
1 This noiſe uncommon quickly brought, | 
"= 4 Her miſtreſs from the parlour, | 
F Who in her infant years being taught, 
Was now an ancient ſnarler. 


14 Ns 5 __ Surpriz'dat ſeeing ſuch a fight;. - 
_ To make ſhort of the matter, 


8 - Wo at them flung with all her might, 
A fwinging wooden platter. 1 ; 
1 3 SPREE Jack 1 in this ſurprize, 
TClapt p- in his breeches, | | 
r F And Ma'am her coats pul?d o'er her thighs.. Fd 
| The rr and nene W 
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While he ſeem'd ſorry for his crime, 


Fer pride then Collin thus addreſ#d, 2 


To her that's kind Tl conſtant prove, 7 i * SR A 


Dear Collin, [ e too, 
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That ſuch hard fate befell it, 
But he reſolved another time, ; 
He'd give her a e a ſallad, ; 


SUNG by Mr. BEARD, 


The ſun was ſleeping in the main, 
Bright Cynthia filvered all the plain, 
When Colin turned his team to reſt, 
And ſought the laſs that he loved beſt, 
As tow'red her cot he jog'd along, 5 
Her name was frequent in his ſong, | 3 
But when his errand Dolly knew, | 
She vowed ſhe had ſumething elſe to do. 
He ſwore he did eſteem her more, 

Than any maid he'd ſeen before, 

In tendec ſighs proteſting he, 

Wow'd conſtant as the turtle be, „ 
Talked much of death, ſhould ſhe refuſe, ä 
And uſed ſuch arts as lovers uſe, _ IE 
*Tis fine ſays Doll, if its but true, . 
But now, I've ſomething elſe to do. Y 


Forgive me Doll I did butjeſt, 


But truſt me, Ill ne'er die for love, 
Tho! firſt ſhe did his courtſhip ſcorn, 


Now Doll began to court in turn, 
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A NEW SONG. 
When the three beauty's upon Ida ſtrove, 

In am'rous conteſt for a ſoldier's love; 
Venus the lovely, bore the prize you know, 
From wiſe Minerva and the gentle Juno, 

When Paris whiſpered Venus in the ear, 
You'd loſt it, Ma'am ; if Helen had been there. 


* 


„ 


